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A BRIGHT LIGHT WAS FLASHED INTO HER FACE AND A GRUFF VOICE 
EXCLAIMED: ‘WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?” 
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CHAPTER. 1; 
AN INVITATION. 


“HErE is a letter for you, Shirley,” called Mr. 
Willing, sorting out the morning’s mail, which had 
just been brought in by one of the negro servants. 

A girl of about fifteen came running around the 
large farmhouse. She was tall and slender, with a 
wealth of auburn hair, which, escaping from be- 
neath a small blue cap she wore, fluttered in the 
morning breeze. 

“A letter for me, Dad?” 

She took the little envelope that her father 
handed her and looked at it curiously, turning it 
over and over again. 

“T wonder who it is from,’ 
ever so slightly. 

“You might open it and find out,” remarked Mr. 
Willing dryly. 

Shirley laughed. 


, 


she said, frowning 
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“T reckon that is the best way,” she agreed. 

She tore open the envelope and took from it a 
letter, then glanced at the signature. 

“Why, it’s from Carrie Ellison,” she exclaimed. 
“What can she want, I wonder?” 

“Why don’t you read it and find out?” suggested 
her father. 

Shirley read through the contents rapidly, and 
then, without a word to her father, she turned 
and ran around the house. 

“Mabel!” she called. “Oh, Mabel! Do come 
quickly !” 

In answer to her call a second girl came slowly 
from the house. 

“What is it, Shirley?” she asked. 

“Here is a letter from Carrie Ellison,” explained 
Shirley, ‘and she wants us to come and visit her.” 
And Shirley’s pleasure and excitement were re- 
vealed by her rapid sentences. 

“T don’t see anything to get so excited about,” 
declared Mabel. ‘‘When does she want us to 
come ?” 

“At once; or just as soon as we can.” 

“And will you ‘go?’ 

“Of course, if you have no objections.” 

“T should be glad to,’ Mabel answered. “How 
long does she want us to stay?” 

“She wants us to stay until time for school to 
begin, and then she will come back with us.” 
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“That’s fine!” exclaimed Mabel. “Do you sup- 
pose your father will mind our going?” 

“You just leave Dad to me,” said Shirley. ‘He 
may object, at first, but I can handle him all right. 
How about your father ?” 

“T don’t believe he will mind,” said Mabel. “T’ll 
go right now and ask him.” 

“And I'll see what I can do with Dad,” and 
Shirley skipped away happily. 

The girls parted, each bent upon her own mis- 
sion. 

The daughter of a prosperous farmer, Shirley 
Willing was a typical Kentucky girl. Though 
born in the little town of Paris, in Bourbon coun- 
ty, she had nevertheless spent most of her life 
on a farm three miles from town. Her early 
school days had been spent in Paris, but, a year 
before this story opens, she had persuaded her 
father to send her to The Blue Grass Seminary 
for Girls in Lexington. 

Mabel Ashton, Shirley’s chum, a girl of about 
the same age, had also been born in Paris, and 
she too was the daughter of a prosperous farmer. 
The girls had been friends ever since they were 
babies, so when Shirley had decided to go away to 
boarding school, it was natural that Mabel wished 
to accompany her. The girls had some diffculty 
in bringing their fathers around to their way of 
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thinking, but success had finally crowned their ef- 
forts. 

While at school the girls had taken a prominent 
part in athletics, and this had developed them far 
beyond their years. Both were strong and quick 
and had had considerable experience with horses. 
In fact, Shirley had ridden her father’s race horse 
“Gabriel” to victory in the great Kentucky Derby 
in Louisville the preceding autumn. This exciting 
adventure is told in the first volume of this series, 
“The Blue Grass Seminary Girls’ Vacation Ad- 
ventures.” 

Both girls were interested in other school activi- 
ties. Soon after their arrival it was found that 
they had excellent voices and almost immediately 
they were asked to join the seminary Glee Club. 

Thus it was that they were able to tour the 
country with the Glee Club during the Christmas 
vacation. This tour was arranged in an effort to 
raise funds to lift the debt which hung over the 
Dixie Seminary. The many exciting adventures 
that came to them and the successful results of 
their trip are related in “The Tour of the Blue 
Grass Seminary Girls’ Christmas Holidays,” 

For several years Mabel and her father had 
been making their home on the Willing place. 
Mr. Ashton’s physician thought him a very sick 
man ; and as it was lonely at his own home, particu- 
larly when Mabel was away, Mr. Willing had 
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begged his friend to live with him. The two men 
had been friends from boyhood. 

Carrie Ellison was a year older than Shirley and 
Mabel. She had become attached to the two girls 
from the first day she met them at the seminary in 
Lexington, and the three had become close friends. 

Carrie came from the Cumberland mountains, 
Born near the little town of Jesse, in the south- 
eastern part of the state, she was very different 
from her two friends by birth and education. Or 
rather, by lack of education, for until entering the 
Blue Grass Seminary, Carrie’s opportunities had 
been few and far between. 

Once there, however, she made rapid strides, and 
was looked upon by her teachers as a brilliant 
pupil. 

More than once either Shirley or Mabel had 
given her great assistance in her studies, and this 
was one of the reasons why Carrie had grown so 
fond of them. Just before leaving school for the 
summer’s vacation, Carrie had invited the girls to 
her mountain home, and they had agreed to go if 
it was possible. As they had already accepted an 
invitation to go to Illinois, that naturally came 
first. 

But when this second invitation was received, 
both were eager to visit Carrie. 

Mr. Willing looked up from the paper he was 
reading, as Shirley approached him. She seated 
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herself upon the porch steps, but did not speak, 
and Mr. Willing turned again to his paper. 

From time to time he glanced at his daughter, 
still sitting very quietly; at last he tossed away his 
paper, and addressed her. 

“Well, what is it you want now?” 

Shirley looked at him in well-feigned surprise. 

“What do I want?” she repeated. 

“Yes, what do you want? You have something 
on your mind or you wouldn’t be sitting there like 
that. I know you.” 

“Well, Dad,” said Shirley, “I want to go away 
for a few weeks.” 

Mr. Willing bounded to his feet. 

“Go away,” he ejaculated. “And where on earth 
do you want to go now?” 

“Carrie Ellison has invited Mabel andmeto spend 
a few weeks with her before school opens.” 

“So that’s what that letter was about, eh? I 
thought it was something unusual when you left 
me so suddenly. Where does Carrie live?” 

Shirley told her father. . 

“But that is such a long way from here,” pro- 
tested Mr. Willing. 

“No farther than it is to Illinois,” Shirley de- 
clared. 

“Well, that’s true. But you have had one trip 
this summer. I should think that would be 
enough,” 
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Shirley did not reply to this. 

“And how long would you be gone?” asked Mr. 
Willing. 

“Until a week before school commences.” 

“T suppose you know what the country is like 
down there?” 

“T am not much good on geography, Dad,” smiled 
Shirley. 

“Well, then, I'll tell you a few things about it. 
It’s not the best part of the state, by any means, 
and the people, in many cases, are rough and of a 
low class. Of course this does not apply to all, 
for there are some very nice people in those re- 
gions.” 

“Carrie is nice,” protested Shirley, “and I am 
sure her people are.” 

“T have no doubt of it. Still, that section of the 
state is inhabited largely by a lawless lot. There 
has been more than one feud staged there. In fact, 
it seems to me that there is a prominent one in 
progress now, though I cannot recall the names of 
the families concerned.” 

“But what have we to do with that, Dad?” 

“Nothing, I hope!” 

Then after a pause, “So you want to go away 
and leave me, eh?” 

“Tt won’t be for long, Dad,” exclaimed Shirley. 

Mr. Willing threw up his hands. 

“If you want to go, you'll go,” he declared. 


Ld 
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“You'll twist me around your finger some way. 
I may as well give my consent now.” 

Shirley threw her arms around her father’s neck 
and kissed him lovingly. 

“T suppose you know,” continued Mr. Willing, 
“that you will have to make part of the trip on 
horseback ?” 

“Yes; but Carrie says she will meet us in Bar- 
boursville.” 

“Then you both have changed your minds about 
wanting the motorcycles you asked me to buy the 
other day?” 

“No, we haven’t,” replied Shirley. “We want 
them too. We can take them with us. They may 
come in handy.” 

Mr. Willing scratched his head. 

“The next thing,” he declared, “you'll be want- 
ing the world with a fence around it.” 

Shirley laughed gleefully. 

“Will you get the motorcycles for us, Dad?” 

“T’ve already got ’em,’’ was the surprising reply. 

Again Shirley threw her arms about his neck. 

“You are the best Daddy in the world,” she de- 
clared. ‘ 

“Yes,” said Mr. Willing, “they should be here 
to-day or to-morrow. If you wish, you can have 
them expressed to Barboursville so that they will 
arrive at the same time you do. When will you 
start?” 
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“Let’s see,” said Shirley thoughtfully. “This is 
Tuesday. I should say Friday. That will enable 
me to get a letter to Carrie in time for her to 
meet us.” 

“Make your own arrangements,” said Mr. Will- 
ing. “I don’t seem to have much to do with them, 
anyhow.” 

He arose and went in the house, while Shirley 
dashed away to find Mabel. 

“What luck?” she asked, when she had found 
her friend. 

“Good,” replied Mabel. “And you?’ 

“The same,’ was the reply. “I knew I could 
handle Dad all right.” 
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CHAPTER UIT 
OFF FOR THE MOUNTAINS. 


FripAy came at last, and with it Shirley and 
Mabel took their departure. Their new motor- 
cycles had arrived in time to be shipped to Bar- 
boursville before they left, and the express com- 
pany promised to have the motorcycles there when 
they arrived. 

From Lexington the girls went to Richmond, 
where they had to change cars. Again at Corbin 
they changed and then they were on the last stage 
of their journey to Barboursville. 

“T wonder how long it will take to get to Carrie’s 
home?’ asked Mabel, as they approached Bar- 
boursville. 

“T haven’t the slightest idea,” replied Shirley, 
“but certainly it can’t take very long.” 

“T hope not. I’m tired out.” 

“Barboursville!” called the conductor at this 
juncture. ‘Barboursville!” 

The two girls gathered their belongings, and were 
among the first to leave the train. 
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_ It was late in the evening and commencing to 
grow dark. 

Shirley, the first off the train, turned to look for 
Carrie. About the station stood a dozen or more 
persons, men and women, but Shirley saw no sign 
of her friend. 

Mabel also glanced eagerly about. Carrie was 
not in sight. 

“My gracious!” exclaimed Shirley. ‘Do you sup- 
pose she didn’t get my letter in time?” 

“T don’t know what to think,” returned Mabel. 
“But it seems to me that if she did get it she would 
certainly be here.” 

“What shall we do?” cried Shirley in alarm. 

Mabel for once took the initiative. 

“We shall have to find some place to sleep to- 
night, at least,” she replied. 

She turned and walked toward the few persons 
still standing about who now were all looking with 
curiosity at the two girls. Mabel approached a 
motherly-looking woman and said: 

“We were to meet a friend here and she has 
failed us. Is there any place where we can spend 
the night?” 

“Why, of course,” came the reply. “You just 
come along home with me. I haven’t much to 
offer, but you are welcome to the best I have.’ 

~Mabel breathed a sigh of relief, and turned to 
Shirley. 
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“Come, Shirley,” she said. “This kind person 
has agreed to take care of us for the night.” 

The two girls introduced themselves to their new 
friend, and she told them she was Mrs. Edna 
Johnson. 

“Who was to meet you here?” she asked. 

“Carrie Ellison,” replied Mabel. 

“T know her well,”’ replied Mrs. Johnson. “No 
doubt she will be here in the morning. She prob- 
ably didn’t get your letter in time.” 

“That is just what I think,” Shirley said, trying 
to keep back her tears. 

Mrs. Johnson led the two girls to her home, 
a small frame house on the outskirts of the little 
town. She showed them to a clean little room at 
the rear of the house. 

“This is your room,” she said. “It isn’t much, 
but you are both very welcome.” 

“Tt is plenty good enough for us,” declared Ma- 
bel. “Thank you.” 

“Supper will be ready in a few minutes,” said 
Mrs. Johnson, and left them alone. 

“We certainly were fortunate to meet Mrs. John- 
son,” declared Shirley. 

“T should say so,’’ Mabel agreed. “I don’t know 
what we would have done if she had proved un- 
friendly. The rest of them stared at us so pecu- 
liarly.” 

“T noticed that,” replied Shirley. 
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“Well, I hope Carrie will be here in the morn- 
ing.” 

“And so do I.” 

But both girls were doomed to disappointment. 
Morning came, and both girls were up bright and 
early, but no Carrie. 

“That’s all right,’ said Mrs. Johnson, “you can 
just stay here until she does come.” 

But neither Mabel nor Shirley would listen to 
this. 

Shirley thought of their motorcycles. 

“Tf you will point out the road to us,’ 
“we shall go alone to Carrie’s home.” 

“But it is very far,’ protested Mrs. Roberts. 
“It's a hard day’s drive with a horse and 
bug e 

“Then we can make it in a few hours with our 
motorcycles,” declared Shirley. 

In vain did Mrs. Johnson try to dissuade them. 
The girls would not be swerved from their purpose. 

Mrs. Johnson accompanied them to the station, 
where, at the little express office, their motorcycles 
were turned over to them. The express agent 
himself opened up the heavy wooden cases and went 
for gasoline. 

Then, everything in readiness for their journey, 
Shirley turned to Mrs. Johnson. 

“We certainly can’t thank you enough,” she said. 


, 


she said, 
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She drew out her purse and offered a bill to her 
hostess. 

But the latter pushed it away. 

“T want no pay,” she declared, nor could she be 
prevailed upon to accept anything, in spite of the 
fact that the girls insisted. 

The distance from Barboursville to Jesse, as the 
crow flies, is a little more than forty miles. The 
road, however, winds about through steep moun- 
tain passes, and this adds at least another ten miles. 

Nevertheless, once they had been given the pro- 
per directions, the girls were sure that they could 
find their way. So, mounting their motorcycles— 
they had changed to riding costumes at Mrs. John- 
son’s home—they set out upon their long journey. 

The road which they were about to traverse was 
little used and there was scant likelihood of their 
encountering any one, Mrs. Johnson told them. 

They rode close together, and five minutes after 
leaving Mrs. Johnson and a small crowd of curious 
spectators, they had disappeared from sight of the 
little town around a curve in the road. They had 
been forced to leave their trunks behind them until 
they could be sent for. 

“Fifty miles,’ said Mabel. “How long will it 
take us, Shirley?” 

“Two hours, I should say,” was the reply. “We 
don’t want to go too fast.” 

They increased their speed until they were flying 
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over the ground at the rate of twenty-five miles 
an hour. The early morning mountain air was 
cool and refreshing and the breeze was indeed 
pleasant as the two girls sped on. 

The road led through Harlan and Spring Creek, 
and the girls flashed through these two little ham- 
lets without a pause, drawing a curious crowd as. 
they sped by. So far, on the road, they had en- 
countered no one. 

**We must be on the last lap now,” said Shirley. 

Mabel nodded. 

Shirley, riding slightly ahead, suddenly shut off 
her power and brought her motorcycle to a stop. 
Then she leaped lightly to the ground. Mabel fol- 
lowed her example, and looked at her friend in 
surprise. 

“What’s the matter?” she asked. 

“T thought I heard a rifle shot,” she declared. 

Mabel broke into a laugh. 

“Rifle shot!” she exclaimed. “Who on earth 
would be shooting a rifle in this desolate spot?” 

“T don’t know, but I am positive I heard a shot,” 
declared Shirley. “It may have been a hunter.” 

She stood listening. 

“Well,” said Mabel a few minutes later, “what if 
it was a hunter? We can’t stay here all day. Let’s 
be moving.” 

“I guess we may as well,” Shirley agreed. 
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They moved their machines, but just as they 
were about to mount, both stopped suddenly. 

A second rifle shot, closer than the first, shat- 
tered the stillness of the lonesome road. 

“Did you hear that?” And Shirley drew close 
to Mabel in fear. 

Mabel nodded. 

“It sounded quite close, too,” she declared. 

Then came a third shot, followed at once by a 
fourth, and a moment later a young man appeared 
in the road, running toward them. As he ran, he 
staggered. 

“‘He’s been shot,” cried Mabel, and started for- 
ward. 

Shirley caught her friend by the arm. 

“Be careful,” she warned, “the next bullet may 
hit you.” 

Mabel halted, and both girls stood expectant as 
the man staggered toward them. 

But no other shot came. 

At some distance from them the wounded man 
fell. 

“Quick, Shirley,” cried Mabel, and she ran for- 
ward to the man’s assistance, while Shirley hastily 
followed. 

At the sound of approaching footsteps the man 
raised himself to his knee, and a revolver glistened 
in his hand. The girls stopped and Shirley called 
out clearly: 
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“Don’t shoot! We are friends!” 

The man lowered his weapon and staggered to 
his feet. Then he motioned the girls to approach. 

As they drew closer it was plain to both that 
he could not be more than 19 years old. He was 
dressed in rough mountaineer’s clothes, but his face 
was clear-cut and intelligent. 

“Who are you?” he demanded as the girls came 
up to him. 

“Strangers,” replied Shirley. 

“What do you want?” 

“We want to help you, if possible. Can you 
walk ?” 

“No,” was the reply, and as he spoke he sank to 
the ground again. 

“How far do you live from here?’ was Shir- 
ley’s next question. 

“About a mile, I reckon,” was the reply. 

Shirley turned to Mabel. 

“Please bring my motorcycle here.” 

Mabel did as she was requested and Shirley 
mounted it. In position and all ready to ride away, 
she motioned the young chap to a seat behind her. 
The latter eyed the machine somewhat doubtfully, 
then staggered to his feet again, and with an ef- 
fort, took the place indicated. 

“Now you point out the way and I'll take you 
home,” said Shirley. 

She started, proceeding in accordance with his 
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instructions, while Mabel followed a few feet in 
the rear. 

“What are you girls doing in these parts?” the 
young man finally managed to ask. 

“Why,” returned Shirley, “we are looking for 
the Ellison home.” 

The wounded youth gave vent to a long whistle. 

“Well! What do you think of that!” he mut- 
tered to himself. 


IN THE MOUNTAINS 21 


CHAPTER III. 


A FLAG OF TRUCE. 


THE young man’s tone caused Shirley to glance 
at him sharply, and as she looked back over her 
shoulder, the motorcycle swerved abruptly. The 
girl straightened it again with a quick movement, 
and then said: 

“Just what do you mean?” 

“Well,” said the young man with a slight smile, 
“it was Bill Ellison who just took a couple of shots 
at me.” 

It was Shirley’s turn to be surprised. 

“Bill Ellison,” she exclaimed; and then added: 
“Ts he any relation to Carrie Ellison?” 

“Brother,” was the other’s brief response. 

“And what was he shooting at you for?” de- 
manded Shirley. ‘‘What had you been doing?” 

“Nothing,” replied the young man, answering 
the last question first. “I was just walking along 
the road when I spied him slipping behind a tree. 
I dropped to the ground just in time to escape his 
first bullet.” 
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“Then you must have expected a shot,” declared 
Shirley. 

gi Fea 8 bal 

“There were four shots fired,’ continued Shir- 
ley. “Did he fire them all?” 

“Well, no,” was the reply, and the young man 
smiled grimly. “I fired two of ’em myself.” 

“Did you hit him?” 

“T think not. He was too quick for me. If I 
was as good at dodging as Bill Ellison I wouldn’t 
have this hole in my leg.” 

“But,” Shirley asked, “what is the trouble?” 

Once more the young man smiled grimly. 

“Well,” he answered, “the trouble dates back 
to three years ago. Bill and I were good friends 
then, but his Dad and mine had a quarrel over‘a 
piece of property, and my Dad won out. Then 
Bill’s brother Jim took up the matter and my 
father got the worst of it. Then I came into it, 
and managed to give Bill’s brother, Jim, the worst 
of it, and that’s what Bill is trying to do to me.” 

Shirley had listened to this recital with undis- 
guised amazement. 

“Just what do you mean by ‘the worst of it’?” 

“Bullet,’’ was the laconic answer. 

“And are they dead?’ and Shirley spoke—fear 
and hesitation plainly sounding in her voice. 

“You bet; we’re pretty fair shots up here in the 
mountains. Looks like Bill and I are the worst of 
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the bunch. Don’t see how we missed each other 
back there,” and he jerked his thumb over his 
shoulder. 

Shirley felt faint. 

“What is your name?” she asked. 

“Spencer, John Spencer.” 

“And when do you expect to stop this man hunt- 
ing?” 

Young Spencer shrugged his shoulders. 

“T’m not hunting any one now,” he replied. 
“The Spencers are one to the good. It’s Bill that’s — 
doing the hunting. I guess he'll keep it up until 
one of us gives up for keeps.” 

“And this is what is called a feud?” 

“Well, I reckon you might call it that. A feud, 
yes, that’s what it is; a blood feud.” 

Shirley shuddered. 

“Tt’s horrible,’ she declared. “You all ought 
to be ashamed of yourselves.” 

Spencer grinned foolishly. 

“Tt does seem funny, and that’s the truth,” he 
admitted. “Carrie has been trying to patch it up.” 

“Carrie? Who is Carrie?” 

“Why, Carrie Ellison, of course. The last time 
I saw her she told me Bill would not consent to a 
truce.” 

“The last time you saw her,” exclaimed Shirley 
in surprise. 

“Yes. Carrie and I are good friends.” 


24 THE BLUE GRASS SEMINARY GIRLS 


“And you and her brother are bitter enemies?’ 

“Well, that’s no reason Carrie and I can’t be 
friends, is it?” 

“I should say that it was,” replied Shirley. “Does 
Bill know you and Carrie are friends?” 

“Well, no. I reckon he wouldn’t like that any 
more than I would to have Dorothy good friends 
with him.” 

“And who is Dorothy?” 

“Why, Dorothy is my sister.” 

“Does Bill know her?” 

“Sure; all four of us were good friends; but that 
was before our Dads got mixed up in that argu- 
ment.” 

“Well,” said Shirley, “that is a tangled affair!’ 

At that moment they came to a fork in the road. 

“Which way?” Shirley inquired. 

“To the left. Our home is about half a mile 
farther on.” 

Shirley guided her motorcycle to the left, and in 
a few moments stopped before a little frame dwell- 
ing, built far back within the shelter of a grove of 
large trees. Shirley jumped to the ground and 
held the machine steady while young Spencer dis- 
mounted slowly. 

There was a sound of footsteps and a young girl 
came running toward them. She saw the young 
man stagger slightly, and, disregarding the presence 
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of the two girls, she ran up and threw her arms 
about his neck. 

“John!” she exclaimed anxiously. “Are you 
hurt?” 

The young man looked at Shirley and Mabel and 
then smiled. 

“This,” he said, disengaging his sister’s arms, 
“is my sister Dorothy. I don’t know your names.” 

Shirley and Mabel introduced themselves, and 
Dorothy acknowledged the introductions with a 
smile. Then she turned again to her brother. 

“What is the matter?” 

“Well,” replied John, “Bill Ellison and I had a 
little brush, and he winged me in the leg.” 

Shirley and Mabel saw Dorothy’s face turn pale, 
and she wrung her hands nervously. Then, without 
a word, she assisted her brother into the house in 
order to bandage his wound. 

The wound was slight, and John soon announced 
that he felt able to stand. Dorothy invited the girls 
into the house, and knowing that they must be hun- 
gry, begged them to share in the noonday meal, 
which was just ready to serve. The girls ate 
heartily, for they felt ravenous after their long 
ride. Upon Dorothy’s request they explained their 
presence in the mountains. 

“Well,” said John, “you were good enough to 
bring me here, so I reckon I shall have to take 
you to the Ellisons’.” 
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The girls looked at him in surprise, and Dorothy 
cried out in alarm, “Oh, no, John!” 

“Won’t you be in great danger?” Shirley ques- 
tioned. 

“Pshaw, no,” was the calm reply. “T’ll take a 
white flag and escort you. Bill is bound to respect a 
white flag.” 

“John is right,” said Dorothy slowly. “Bill will 
respect a white flag.” 

“Rig one up for me, will you, Sis?” said John. 

His sister hastened to comply, and half an hour 
later, with the flag of truce fluttering aloft and 
John limping along by their side, Shirley and Mabel, 
walking beside their motorcycles, proceeded toward 
the Ellison home. 

Half a mile from the Ellisons’ house a voice 
suddenly rang out from behind a boulder. 

“Halt!” 

“That’s Bill,” said John slowly. He raised his 
voice and called, “Hey, Bill, here are a couple of 
young ladies to see your sister.” 

The youth stepped from his place of concealment 
and came forward. He fixed the girls with a stern | 
look. : 

“Who are you?” he demanded. 

John introduced them. 

‘ Bill dropped his rifle and jerked his cap from his 
ead. 
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“T knew Carrie wrote for you to come, and she 
has been waiting for a reply to her letter.’ 

“Didn’t she get my letter?” asked Shirley in 
surprise. 

“No, and she has been wondering why you didn’t 
write.” 

“Then that’s why she didn’t meet us at Barbours- 
ville,” said Mabel. 

“T reckon she would have met you if she had 
received your letter,” said Bill. “Come on, I'll take 
you to the house.” 

He turned away and the girls followed him, call- 
ing a good-bye to John. 

Bill whirled about. 

“Don’t let me catch you hanging around these 
parts any more, John Spencer,” he said in a harsh 
voice. 

“This piece of property is as much mine as it is 
yours,” was the sharp response. 

“Ts that so? Ill show you the first time I catch 
you around here without that there white flag.” 

“Tl throw it away now, if you say the word,” 
declared John angrily. “I don’t need any white flag 
when I come here.” 

“Try coming without one,” said Bill, taking a 
step forward and half raising his rifle. 

Mabel leaped between the angry lads. 

“Shame on you,” she called out, pointing a finger 
of scorn at the boys. 


28 THE BLUE GRASS SEMINARY GIRLS 


Both drew back abashed. 

“We didn’t mean anything,” they said, almost in 
one voice. 

Mabel considered this a good moment to act as 
peacemaker. 

“Why don’t you settle your quarrel and be 
friends again?” she pleaded. 

The boys stepped farther apart from each other. 

“Tt can’t be done, Miss Ashton,” said Bill quietly. 

“Tf Bill will call it square, I will,” declared John. 

“Of course you will,” and Bill spoke angrily. 
“Why wouldn’t you? You are one point ahead of 
me. But you won't be long. I'll even up the score 
soon.” 

“Or else [Il make it two in my favor,’ 
John. 

“Think so, do you?” sneered Bill, and he again 
stepped forward. 

“Here, here,” said Shirley. “Mabel and I don’t 
wish to be spectators. Settle your differences when 
we are not around, if you must.” 

John Spencer lifted his cap, turned on his heel 
and disappeared. Bill led the way toward his home. 
Carrie greeted her two school friends warmly. 

“Why didn’t you write me you were coming? 
I would never have let you come all this distance 
alone.” 

“I did write,” Shirley answered. 


’ 


replied 
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Then they gave their friend an account of their 
adventures since leaving Barboursville. 

“Poor Billy! Poor John!” said Carrie softly. 
“They are still friends down in their hearts, but 
neither will give in.” 

“Perhaps,” said Shirley hopefully, “we can find 
a way to settle this feud!” 
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CHAPTER IV. 
UNHAPPY HOURS. 


“Anp are you and Dorothy still on friendly 
terms?” asked Mabel. 

It was several days following the girls’ arrival at 
the Ellison home, and Carrie, at Mabel’s request, 
has just finished explaining the details of the Spen- 
cer-Ellison feud. 

“Yes,” replied Carrie. “Dorothy and I have 
always been good friends, and I hope we always 
shall be.” 

“And you and John are pretty good friends, too, 
aren’t you?” asked Shirley, smiling at her friend. 

Carrie looked at her sharply. 

“What do you mean?” and her blushes proved 
her embarrassment. 

“You know what I mean,’ laughed Shirley. 
“John told us.” 

“Then for gracious’ sake say nothing about it to 
Billy,” implored Carrie. “It would make him very 
angry. And if you should see Dorothy, say noth- 
ing to her either, for she might accidentally let it 
slip out.” 
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“Don’t worry,” Shirley assured her. “TI shall be 
perfectly mum.” 

Carrie drew a breath of relief. 

“Tm going to have a talk with your brother about 
this feud,” said Shirley in her most positive manner. 
“T know John is willing to declare a truce. Per- 
haps I can convince Billy that he is in the wrong.” 

“T wish you would try,” and Carrie’s eyes filled 
with tears as she spoke. 

Shirley’s chance came late in the afternoon, when 
she found herself alone with Carrie’s brother. 

“Billy,” she said, and then, “I can call you Billy, 
can’t I?” 

“Sure,” was the gruff response. 

“All right then, Billy. Honestly, don’t you think 
it is foolish for you and John Spencer, who used to 
be such good friends, to be trying to shoot each 
other ?” 

“Well,” said Billy, “he shot my a 

“T know,” interrupted Shirley, “but who was it 
shot his father?” 

“And who was it shot my Dad?” demanded Billy 
wrathfully. 

“Yes,” said Shirley, “and if you shoot John who 
will shoot you?” 

“With John gone, there will be an end of the 
feud.” 

“You are mistaken. Other relatives will take it 
up. Oh, I know, because I have read of many such 
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cases. It will go on indefinitely, and Carrie and 
John’s sister may be injured.” 

“Nobody will injure girls or women,” protested 
Billy. 

“You can’t tell,” declared Shirley. “But think 
of the blood that has been shed already. Is it not 
enough? Why bring more sorrow to your sister?” 

“T hadn’t thought of it in that way before, but 
John is a sneak.” 

“T think you do him an injustice. I am sure he 
is a very manly boy.” 

“You don’t know him,” Billy answered. 

“T think I do; and down in your heart you know 
he is a fine fellow.” 

“Well, what of it?” 

“Well, I know John is ready to declare a truce. 
It all depends on you. Just think how it would 
please Carrie, who worries about you every time 
you go out, not knowing whether you will return 
Slive.” 

“T reckon you are right,” drawled Billy. 

“Then will you give up this feud, and be friends 
with John again?” asked Shirley hopefully. 

“No, I won’t do that,” said Billy. ‘“‘We can’t be 
friends after what has occurred; but if John is will- 
ing, Pll call off the feud.” 

Shirley clapped her hands in delight. For the 
first time since her arrival she felt happy. 

“To-morrow I shall go to Dorothy Spencer and 
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tell her what you said. She can tell John, and you 
can meet on neutral ground and arrange terms of 
peace: 

“T leave it to you to make the arrangements,” 
said Billy. “Come; will you take a little walk?” 

“With pleasure.” And they left the house. 

After half an hour’s walking they found them- 
selves upon the same ground that Billy and John 
had occupied the day before. As they stopped for 
a moment to look about both became conscious of 
low voices behind an old tree a short distance away. 

“Wonder who that is?” Billy said. 

And at that moment around the tree came Carrie 
and John Spencer. 

Bill’s figure stiffened suddenly. 

“Well, what do you think of that?” he growled. 

His hand slipped to his pocket, and almost in- 
stantly a revolver glistened in the sunlight. 

Shirley gave a cry of warning, and Carrie and 
John, who had been engrossed in conversation, 
looked up. Both took in the situation at a glance 
and John’s hand also dropped to his pocket. 

With a cry, Carrie threw herself in front of 
John and Shirley seized Billy by the arm. 

In vain Billy struggled to free himself. 

“Let go!” he shouted. 

“Promise me not to shoot.”” And Shirley hung on 
bravely, terribly frightened, but trying to look brave 
_and certain of her strength. 
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“And let him shoot me?” And Billy shook his 
arm angrily. “I guess not.” 

John was having trouble also. 

He tried to step around Carrie, but at every move 
she blocked him. 

“Don’t shoot!’ she begged, sobs muffling her 
voice. 

At last both boys, finding they could not free 
themselves of their feminine encumbrances, put up 
their weapons. 

“T’ll meet you here in half an hour,’ John called 
back. 

“All right. TIl be here,” returned Billy. 

“No, you won't,” cried Shirley, “not if I have 
to hold you all the rest of the day. Where are all 
your good resolutions?” 

“Didn’t I tell you he was a sneak?” demanded 
Billy. He turned to Carrie. “Come away from 
him,” he commanded. 

Carrie obeyed. 

“Now,” said Billy to John, “I won’t shoot you 
here; but the next time I find you hanging around 
Pll fill you full of lead.” 

“Don’t be tod sure about that,’ sneered John. 
“Two can play at that game, you know.” 

Once more Billy dropped his hand to his pocket 
and so did John. 

Again the two girls threw themselves in front of 
the angry youths. 
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“John,” called Carrie, “please go, will you? Ah, 
please, for my sake!” 

John lifted his cap, turned and walked slowly 
away. 

“Well, that settles this truce business, so far as I 
am concerned,” declared Billy. “He sneaks around 
when I am supposed to be away, eh? Well, don’t 
let me find him around again.” 

“But Billy ” began Carrie. 

“But nothing,” cried the angry boy, and he stalked 
away. 

Carrie turned to Shirley and then burst into tears. 

“What shall I do?” she sobbed. 

“Never mind, dear,” returned Shirley, patting her 
head. “Something will turn up; don’t you fret.” 

“But they will kill each other.” And Carrie’s 
sobs grew louder. 

“Then we shall have to find a way to prevent 
it.’ But Shirley did not feel very hopeful. 

She led her friend back to the house, where Mabel 
was talking to Billy, who had preceded them. At 
the approach of the others Billy rose and walked 
away. 

“He is terribly angry,” whispered Carrie. “He 
has an awful temper.” 

“T guess he won’t say anything,” replied Shirley, 
“but if I were you, Carrie, I would see nothing 
more of John Spencer until this trouble has been 
settled. It only makes your brother more angry.” 
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“I guess you are right,’ was the answer. “TI shall 
heed your advice.” 

Carrie went into the house and prepared supper. 

“Shirley,” she said, looking out through the door 
a few moments later, “will you take your motor- 
cycle and go to town for me? It will only take you 
a few minutes.” 

“Sure,” replied Shirley. “What is it you want?” 

“T haven’t any coffee, and I want some for sup- 
per.” 

The distance to Jesse was perhaps four miles by 
a winding mountain trail, but with her motorcycle 
Shirley had already made the round trip in half 
an hour. 

It took her less than fifteen minutes to reach the 
little town. She made her purchase and started 
back. Half-way home there came a sudden ex- 
plosion and the machine began to bump over the 
ground. Shirley dismounted. 

“Puncture,” she murmured to herself. “T’ll have 
to walk.” 

Shirley was not a girl to be upset by a little 
accident. She was sure that she could walk back in 
less time than it would take her to repair the dam- 
age, and as the sun had already set she started im- 
mediately, pushing the machine ahead of her. 

“Tt can’t be much farther,” she told herself after 
she had walked for some time, “but I don’t recog- 
nize the scenery.” 
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It was now getting dark, and although Shirley 
fortunately did not realize it, she was in a serious 
position. She was not used to mountain roads, and 
half way from the town she had turned off on the 
wrong trail. 

She walked along for another fifteen minutes anc¢/ 
then came to a stop in the darkness. 

“It’s very strange,” she thought. “I am sure I 
should be home.” 

She paused, undecided, then moved forward 
again. 

But at the end of the next fifteen minutes a 
realization of what was wrong came to her. 

“Gracious!” She now was thoroughly fright- 
ened. “I must have taken the wrong road.” 

It was pitch dark. No moon nor star lighted 
the road, which was overhung with great trees. 
Shirley, not naturally nervous, grew more fright- 
ened every minute. 

“Guess I had better hurry back as fast as I can,” 
she told herself. 

She turned quickly and, still pushing her machine, 
walked back over the road she had just come as fast 
as the darkness would permit. At every step her 
fright increased and suddenly she dropped her mo- 
torcycle and broke into a run. 

Just why she should have become frightened 
at that moment she could not tell, but something 
seemed to tell her to run and she obeyed. For five 
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minutes she continued at a brisk run, and then, 
out of breath, slowed down. 

Almost at the same instant a bright light was 
flashed into her face and a gruff voice exclaimed: 

“What are you doing here?” 

A rough hand seized her arm. 
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CHAPTER V. 
THE HERMIT. 


For just a moment Shirley’s courage deserted her. 
Her nerves already on edge, she uttered a pitiful 
cry. Then, with a wrench, she freed her arm, and 
turning, dashed back along the road. Fear lent 
wings to her feet, and she fairly flew over the 
ground in the darkness. 

Behind her she could hear the heavy tread of 
her pursuer, as the man who had accosted her gave 
chase; but with panting breath the girl continued 
her flight. 

In the darkness she failed to see an abrupt turn 
in the road, and when she felt grass beneath her 
feet she knew she was off the road. A few paces 
she ran, then tripped over some obstacle and fell to 
the ground. 

Shirley was not badly hurt, and in a moment she 
sat up. Keeping perfectly quiet, she listened at- 
tentively. Soon she heard steps as some one passed 
the place where she had turned from the road, and 
she saw the flash of his lantern as he hurried around 
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the turn. Finally the sound of his footsteps died 
away in the distance. 

Shirley drew a long breath of relief. 

“TI wonder who he is?” she asked herself, “and 
what he is doing here at this hour?” 

She rose and made her way back to the road. As 
she did so she caught the sound of returning foot- 
steps. : 

Once more the girl left the road and softly ran 
to the field. The lantern appeared coming down 
the highway, and Shirley, lying as flat as possible 
on the ground, was able to sve the man who had so 
frightened her. 

He was tall and broad shouldered, with enormous 
hands and feet. But Shirley was most impressed 
by his long white beard that reached far below his 
waist. 

A. few feet beyond the point where Shirley lay, 
too terrified to stir an inch, the man paused. Hold- 
ing the lantern high, he looked about him. 

Shirley was more frightened by this action. Ag 
silently as possible she rose to her feet. Turning 
in the direction of the nearby mountains, she walked 
quietly but swiftly away in the darkness, and did 
not halt until the gleam of the lantern could n¢ 
longer be seen. 

Then she turned in the direction in which she 
believed lay the Ellison home and started off slowly. 

A few moments later she came abruptly upon * 
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huge rock, which was visible even in the darkness. 
She could see that it rose at least fifty feet into 
the air. Further progress in that direction was 
impossible. 

For some moments she stood, perplexed, dis- 
couraged and alarmed. Then she turned in the 
direction she felt the road must lie, and once again 
walked forward. But after an hour she failed to 
find the trail and at last stopped, weary and heart- 
sick. 

“My gracious!” she said aloud. “I must be lost!” 

And to be lost in this region, as Shirley well 
knew, was a serious matter. Besides the precipices 
that abounded on all sides there were many snakes 
and the wild animals of the mountains to be feared. 
Shirley was badly frightened, but tried not to admit 
this to herself. 

“Well, I can’t stand here,” she told herself, try- 
ing to make her voice sound natural. “I'll be better 
off walking than standing still.” 

So she started walking again. 

For hours, seemingly, she plodded on, turning 
first this way, and then that, ever hopeful that she 
would come across a trail of some kind. Several 
times she stumbled over unseen obstacles and fell, 
and this forced her to go more slowly and carefully. 

Suddenly she became conscious of soft footsteps 
behind her. Giving an inarticulate cry of alarm, 
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she dashed forward as fast as her feet would carry 
her, running from she knew not what. 

For five minutes she ran, then stopped and lis- 
tened. 

Still the soft “pat, pat” of footsteps following. 

Again the girl scurried away in the darkness, and 
again, after a running five minutes, she stopped to 
listen. 

Still there was the sound of footsteps. 

“What can it be?” she whispered anxiously. “It’s 
not aman. It walks too softly. It must be some 
wild animal. Oh! I wish Dad were here.” 

She turned, and putting forth all her remaining 
strength, sped on. 

Suddenly something dark on the ground loomed 
ahead of her. She checked her pace, but not soon 
enough. Her foot caught in the broken limb of a 
fallen tree, and she fell heavily. Shirley lost con- 
sciousness. 

When she came to herself again it was still dark. 
At first she could not make out where she was, but 
in a moment everything came back to her. She 
started to rise, and as she did so her outstretched 
hand touched something soft and furry. 

The thought of wild animals flashed through her 
mind, and she lay perfectly still. She was conscious 
of something close to her and heard a heavy breath- 
ing. Unable to stand the suspense, she bounded to 
her ‘feet. 
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As she did so, she felt the animal rise also, and 
as Shirley started she heard: 

“Woof! Woof!” 

So great was Shirley’s relief that she laughed 
aloud. 

When she looked up, a great shaggy figure was 
standing by her. 

“Woof! Woof!’ came again the welcome sound. 

“A dog!” exclaimed Shirley aloud. 

She reached out a hand and patted the animal’s 
head. He wagged his tail and gave vent to barks 
of pleasure. 

“I thought it was surely a bear,” Shirley said. 
“Come here, sir!” And she put out her hand. 

The dog came close and put his cold nose into her 
palm. 

“My gracious but I’m glad you’re here!” And 
Shirley’s voice shook. “At least I have some one 
who will listen when I speak.” 

The dog barked. 

Shirley continued to talk to him. 

“Do you know any place, good old dog, where 
we can find shelter for the night?” 

It seemed as though the dog understood. He 
rose to his feet, walked away a few steps, and then 
turned to see if Shirley were following him. 

“T believe he does understand me,” thought Shir- 
ley, and she walked after him. 

For at least an hour she followed her leader. 
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Up hill and down they went, across small streams, 
over logs and rocks. But the dog always went 
slowly, turning every now and then to see if his 
companion was following. 

“T don’t know where he is taking me,” Shirley 
told herself, “but anything is better than staying 
here alone in the darkness.” 

Then through the darkness she saw, about a 
hundred yards ahead, a dim light. The dog in-— 
creased his pace and Shirley did the same. 

As she drew nearer the light, she saw that she 
was approaching a small cabin. A lamp stood in 
the open window, casting its rays some distance into 
the darkness. 

“T don’t know who lives here and I don’t care,” 
Shirley thought. “I suppose whoever owns the 
place will let me stay till morning, and then show 
me the right road to take to the Ellisons’.” 

There was not a sound from within the cabin. 
The dog approached the door, rose on his hind legs 
and put his forefeet against it, and it swung open. 

The dog entered ; but as he was half way through, 
he stood, and holding the door open, stopped and 
looked back. Shirley accepted the invitation with 
a smile and passed into the cabin. The dog fol- 
lowed her, and the door swung closed again. 

Inside the cabin Shirley glanced about for some 
sign of its occupant. Not a human being was 
visible, although there were numerous signs that 
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some one lived there. Upon a little table lay a pipe 
and tobacco, showing that the inhabitant was a man, 
while a book lay beside the pipe. 

Shirley glanced at it. 

“Tennyson’s Poems,” she read. “At least the 
owner has a taste for good literature.” 

She gazed curiously about the cabin and spied 
what she thought must be a small pantry. As she 
was very hungry, she ventured to explore it. There 
was cold ham and cold beef, some coffee, tea, and 
bread. 

“Guess I'll make a few sandwiches and some tea,” 
she told herself. “I’m sure the owner won’t ob- 
ject. If he does I'll pay him for them.” 

After a short search she found a teapot, and fill- 
ing it with water from a bucket nearby, set it on 
the stove. Then, while waiting for the water to 
boil, she made half a dozen sandwiches. 

All this time the dog that had led her to this 
refuge watched her with eager eyes and wagging 
tail. 

The water boiling, Shirley dropped in the tea 
leaves and then placed the sandwiches she had made 
on the table. She lifted the teapot off the stove 
and set it on the table also. 

At last, everything ready and her appetite call- 
ing to her to hurry, she poured out the tea and 
picked up a sandwich. As she did so she glanced 
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toward the open window—and dropped her cup with 
a crash. 

Peering through the window was the face of a 
man. His head was massive, and she saw a long 
white beard. It needed no second glance to tell 
Shirley that he was the same man who had pursued 
her down the road earlier in the night. 

As she looked the head was withdrawn from the 
window, and she heard his footsteps coming around 
toward the door. Although badly frightened, Shir- 
ley remained seated at the table, but she moved her 
chair slightly, so that it faced the door. 

In her mind Shirley decided quickly that it would 
be best to show no nervousness nor fear; and so, 
as the man came through the door, the girl looked 
up at him and smiled. 

“You see I have been making myself at home,” 
she said gaily, although her heart was fluttering 
wildly. 

The man made no reply, but regarded her steadily. 

“T have made some tea,” said Shirley, still smil- 
ing. “T’ll pour you out a cup of it.” 

She rose and went again to the pantry and 
brought back two cups and saucers, one for the 
man and the second one to replace the cup she had 
broken when frightened by his sudden appearance. 

With a firm hand she placed it before him and 
poured it full of tea. Then she pushed the sand- 
wiches toward him. 
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“Won't you have one?” she asked. 

For a moment the man looked at her but did not 
move. Shirley felt a lump come into her throat. 
Then, slowly, he stretched forth a huge hand and 
picked up a sandwich. 

Shirley drew a breath of relief. 

“T’m sure we shall get along famously,” she 
said, with a smile. 
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CHAPTER VI. 
THE SEARCH FOR SHIRLEY. 


WHEN darkness had fallen and still Shirley had 
not returned to the house, Carrie and Mabel began 
to grow anxious. 

“T wonder what can be detaining her?” said Car- 
rie, looking down the road for the dozenth time. 

“She should have been here an hour ago.” And 
Mabel could not conceal the fear she felt for her 
friend’s safety. 

Another half an hour passed, and then Billy came 
in. Both girls ran to him. 

“Have you seen anything of Shirley?’ were Ma- 
bel’s first words. 

“Why, no,” replied Billy in some surprise. “Isn’t 
she here?” 

“No,” said Mabel. “She went to town for me 
almost two hours ago, and she hasn’t come back. 
What can have happened to her?” 

“Tl go and see if I can find her.” And Billy 
picked up his hat. 

“We'll go with you,” declared Mabel. 
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Billy protested, but his objections were overruled 
and the three went together. They walked to town, 
where the storekeeper informed them that Shirley 
had made her purchase and had started for home 
immediately. Now greatly alarmed, they started 
back along the road. 

Coming to the fork where Shirley had turned 
off, Billy swung his lantern high in the air. 

“She probably took the wrong road,” he said. 

“Then we'll go that way, too,” said Carrie. 

They continued their walk in the darkness, Billy 
flashing his lantern first to one side and then to 
the other, until a dark object in the road ahead of 
them made them stop. As they drew closer and 
examined it, Mabel cried: “Oh! it’s Shirley’s motor- 
cycle! Something has happened to her!” 

She became greatly agitated and wrung her hands 
nervously. Carrie also was greatly alarmed, but 
tried to conceal her fears. 

“Here, here!” said Billy. “This won’t do. You 
girls pull yourselves together and we'll look for 
her. She can’t be far away.” 

But though they searched and searched they 
could find no trace of the missing girl. 

“Well,” said Billy at last, “it is absolutely im- 
possible to find her in the darkness. We shall have 
to wait till morning and then continue the search.” 

“And leave Shirley, wherever she is, alone all 


50 THE BLUE GRASS SEMINARY GIRLS 


night?’ And Mabel’s tears would no longer be 
kept back. 

“Billy is right,” said Carrie. “In the darkness 
we cannot find her.” 

“It’s an easy matter to get lost in the mountains 
in the darkness,” said Billy. “If we are not care- 
ful we won’t be able to find our own way out, and 
then it will be impossible for us to help Shirley.” 

It took them some time to convince Mabel, but 
at last she saw that they were right, and so the three 
returned to their home. 

But neither of the girls slept that night, so great 
was their anxiety. With the first break of dawn 
Carrie prepared a light breakfast, after which she 
awoke Billy, who had gone to sleep as if he had not 
a care in the world. 

“Well, we'll see what we can do now,” said Billy, 
breakfast over. 

The three started out again. The abandoned 
motorcycle had been left in the road so that they 
might more easily find a starting place for their 
search, and here, at Billy’s command, the three 
spread and turned into the woods beside the road. 

“Don’t wander too far away,” Billy instructed 
them, “and shout every few minutes, so that we 
may not lose each other.” 

It was a hard task the three had set for them- 
selves. As Billy had said, it was “like looking for 
a needle in a haystack.” 
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For over an hour they continued their search of 
the woods, going deeper and deeper in among the 
trees. Billy was in the center with Mabel on his 
right and Carrie on his left. In spite of Billy’s 
warning that they keep reasonably close together, 
Mabel wandered some distance off her course, and 
now, raising her voice and calling to the others, 
she received no answering shout. 

For a moment she stood still, somewhat startled 
at the impressive stillness of the place; but at that 
moment she heard the distant bark of a dog. 

She listened attentively and the bark came again. 

“There must be some one near if there is a dog,” 
she told herself, and she walked in the direction 
from which the sound had come. 

After going some distance without seeing any- 
thing, she was about to turn and retrace her steps 
when the bark came again, and this time it was 
much nearer. 

Mabel hastened in the direction from which it 
came and presently she saw a little clearing in the 
woods. Here she stopped suddenly, for directly 
ahead of her a small cabin loomed up and from 
within came the barking of a dog. 

“T wonder if Shirley is there?” she asked her- 
self. “She might have found this refuge in the 
night.” 

She advanced slowly and peered through the win- 
dow. There was a single form in the cabin—a 
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large Newfoundland dog who was scratching at the 
door in a vain effort to get out—but there was not 
a human being in sight. 

“Poor fellow,’’ said Mabel. “He wants to get 
out. Tl open the door.” 

She did so and the animal bounded out. With- 
out so much as a glance at the girl he disappeared 
among the trees. 

“That’s what I call gratitude,” declared Mabel. 
“Well, I guess I'll go in and rest a few minutes.” 

Suiting the action to the word, she entered the 
cabin and sat down in a chair. Then, as her gaze 
wandered about the little room, she again sprang 
to her feet with an exclamation, and, darting across 
the room, picked up a small lace handkerchief. 
Quickly she turned it over and glanced at the initials, 
Saas. ih OMe Comer 

“Shirley’s!” she exclaimed aloud. 

She glanced quickly about the cabin, and at that 
moment the door swung inward. 

Mabel stepped back to avoid being struck by it 
and a man entered. 

He was large and tall and the first thing Mabel 
noticed about him was a long white beard. 

The girl shrank back into a corner, trying to 
escape detection. For a moment the man did not 
see her as he stepped across the room with heavy 
strides. The moment his back was turned Mabel 
flung open the door and ran out. 
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With a startled ejaculation the man turned, and, 
seeing the girl, ran after her. 

Mabel heard the pursuing footsteps and exerted 
herself to the utmost; but in her heart she knew 
that escape was impossible. 

The steps gradually gained on her, and realizing 
that capture was inevitable, the girl stopped and 
turned. 

The man stopped too. 

“What are you doing here?” and he spoke in 
a gruff, surly voice. 

“T—I—I’m looking for a friend,” stammered 
Mabel. 

“And I suppose you thought you would find him 
in my cabin?” said the man, with something like a 
sneer in his voice. 

“Tt isn’t a him,” said Mabel. “It’s a her.” 

“And how do you happen to be looking in my 
cabin for her?” 

“T_J__J don’t know. I just happened to run 
across your cabin, and I looked in.” 

The man’s hand at this moment came from his 
coat pocket, and then Mabel perceived for the first 
time that he was armed. The butt of a revolver 
protruded from his pocket. 

“Tt’s my belief,” said the man, “that you were 
spying upon me.” 

“No, I wasn’t,” protested Mabel. “I was look- 
ing for my friend.” 
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“Do you know who I am?” asked the man. 

“No, sir.” 

“Well, Iam a hermit. I live here all by myself, 
and I don’t want any one around here. Ever, ever, 
ever!’ 

“T won’t come back any more,” said Mabel, try- 
ing to pacify him. 

“T know you won't,” and the man answered with 
a peculiar smile. 

Mabel moved back a step. 

“What do you mean?” she asked, much alarmed. 

“Just what I say. I don’t want any one around 
my place, so I am going to see that you do not 
come back. Come with me.” 

Again Mabel shrank back. 

“Where to?” she demanded. 

“That’s none of your business,’ was the reply. 

The hermit took a step forward. 

“Keep away, keep away!” implored Mabel. “T’ll 
come.” 

“Walk on ahead of me then,’ was his command, 
and Mabel obeyed. 

For half an hour they continued their walk, the 
man always a few steps behind her. Then, turning 
abruptly, they halted before what appeared to be a 
large cave. 

The man motioned the girl to enter, and she did 
so. Suddenly she came into contact with a large 
rock. The man approached, and, exerting great 
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strength, moved the rock aside. Then he stepped 
back and motioned Mabel to enter. 

For an instant Mabel hesitated, but as the man 
stepped forward, she turned and stumbled inside. 
Behind her she heard a chuckle, and then the sound 
of the rock as the man moved it again into place. 

Inside it was dark as night, now that the big rock 
again filled the opening. With outstretched hands 
Mabel groped her way about. In the one swift 
glance she had taken before the light had been 
entirely shut out, she had gained a general idea of 
the cave itself. 

It was, she saw, perhaps twenty feet wide, and 
extended back for some distance, just how far she 
was unable to determine. Now, feeling her way 
along the wall, she walked slowly toward the back 
of the cavern, testing the ground with her foot to 
make sure of its safety at every step. 

Suddenly she stopped and held her breath. There 
was something alive in the cave. She was sure of 
it, for further back in the darkness there was the 
sound of gentle breathing. 

“What can it be?” the girl asked herself. 

She listened attentively. The suspense was ter- 
rible. Mabel felt herself growing cold with fear, 
and finally, unable to stand the strain, she turned 
and ran back toward the entrance to the cave, where 
she tried in vain to move the great rock that shut 
her in. 
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A faint light streamed in through the cracks about 
the rock, but it only served to make the darkness 
behind her more intense. By this light Mabel made 
her way a short distance back into the cave, where 
again she heard the sound of breathing; also a 
slight movement. Then footsteps came toward her. 

Mabel shrank close to the wall as the footsteps 
came nearer and nearer. Then, just as it seemed 
to her that she could stand the suspense no longer 
and must cry out, the figure tripped over something 
in the darkness and fell forward, seizing her in 
outstretched arms. 

With a cry of terror the girl tore herself away 
and sprang toward the entrance of the cave, where 
she stood, trembling in every limb with fear. 
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CETAPTERy VIE: 
ESCAPE. 


AT Mabel’s cry, the other occupant recoiled in 
terror and a second girlish cry broke the stillness. 

Stunned to silence by this second cry, Mabel could 
scarcely believe she had heard aright. Another 
feminine voice in the cave she certainly had not 
expected to hear. 

She took a quick step forward and extended her 
hand. It came in contact with the other person, 
and a piteous voice exclaimed: 

“Please let me alone!” 

Mabel dropped her hands and stepped back. 
Again she could not believe she had heard aright. 
Then she called out: 

‘Shirley !’’ 

“Who—who are you?” came in tremulous tones. 

putas 1, Mabel’ 

With a glad cry Shirley staggered into her 
friend’s arms, where she broke into a torrent of 
tears. 

“There, there!” soothed Mabel. “You will be 
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all right in a minute,” and she held her chum in 
a close embrace. 

“What are you doing here? Where are the 
others?” sobbed Shirley. 

“T don’t know where they are! A horrid big man 
put me in here.” 

“A man with a long white beard?’ asked Shir- 
ley. 

“Yes; why?” 

“He put me here too! I lost my way last night 
and a big dog led me to a cabin. I was making 
myself at home there, when that man came in. I 
tried to explain to him, but he wouldn't believe me. 
He said I was spying on him and shut me in here. 
Oh, it seems as though I had been here for days.” 

“Didn’t you see him when he put me in?” 

“No; I must have been sleeping. I did not know 
some one else was in the cave until I stumbled over 
you.” 

“What shall we do?” asked Mabel, her courage 
returning now that she knew Shirley was safe. 

“T don’t know,” replied Shirley. “I wonder if 
he intends to let us starve in here.” 

“T hardly think he will do that.” Mabel was 
hopeful. ‘And when he comes back perhaps we 
can convince him that we will not bother him if he 
will let us go away.” 

“We'll try,” said Shirley. 

For hours they sat there in the darkness, and 
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then, when it seemed to them that it must be night, 
the great rock in front of the cave was pushed 
away, and the head of their captor appeared in the 
opening. 

“Here is some food for you,” he called. 

Both girls sprang to their feet and rushed to the 
entrance. 

“Please, Mr. Hermit, let us out,” begged Shirley. 
“We will not bother you again.” 

The man’s reply was a hoarse growl. 

Mabel added her plea to Shirley’s. . 

“We will go right home,” she declared. “Do let 
us out. We don’t want to stay in here all night.” 

“You should have thought of that before you 
came spying on me,” replied their captor. 

“We weren’t spying on you,” declared Shirley 
indignantly. 

“Don’t tell me that,’ was the harsh response. 
“TI know better.” 

“But indeed we weren’t,” protested Mabel. 

Again the man growled and started to back out 
of the entrance; but at that moment Shirley, in 
desperation, sprang forward, and with Mabel right 
behind her, they tried to dart from the cave. 

But the hermit was too quick for them. He 
thrust his foot out and Shirley went sprawling to 
the ground. As she fell she threw out her hand 
to save herself and accidentally grasped the man by 
the beard. 


60 THE BLUE GRASS SEMINARY GIRLS 


To her surprise it came away in her hand. 

Shirley picked herself up and stared at the man 
in amazement. Without his white beard, which 
gave him a certain dignity, he was an evil looking 
creature. 

His face was coarse and red and a sneer curled 
his mouth. 

“So!” he exclaimed. “You have discovered my 
identity? Well, now you will never get out.” 

“But I didn’t do it purposely,” protested Shirley, 
more alarmed than before. “It was just an acci- 
dent.” 

“Bosh!” answered the man. “You wanted to 
make sure who I was.” 

“Indeed I did not,” replied Shirley. “Please let 
us out of here. I do not know who you are, nor 
do I care! Just let us go!’ 

But the man growled and then stepped from 
the cave. A moment later the rock was moved into 
place, shutting out the daylight. 

Shirley turned to Mabel. 

“T wonder who he can be? Why should he wear 
a false beard?” 

“T’m sure I don’t know, but I am afraid we are 
in for it now.” 

“It certainly looks that way,” Shirley agreed. 

They sat down in a corner of the cave and gladly 
lunched on the food the brute had brought, for 
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both were very hungry. Then they began to discuss 
plans to escape. 

“Have you explored the rear of the cave?” Mabel 
asked Shirley. 

“No, I was afraid to go way back there in the 
dark all by myself.” 

“Well, let us look at it. That will be better 
chan sitting here.” 

“All right,” said Shirley. “T’ll lead the way and 
we'll go back just as far as we can.” 

Walking very slowly and making sure of every 
step, they made their way toward the rear. As they 
progressed the cave became narrower, and they 
found it difficult to make any progress. 

But they persevered, and eventually the passage 
grew wider again, and they felt a breath of fresh 
air. 

“There must be an opening e some kind,” said 
Shirley, stopping. 

“Yes,” agreed Mabel. “The air must come from 

_somewhere back here.” 

Once more they pressed forward until they came 
to what appeared to be a solid wall of earth. 

“T think this is as far as we can go,” said Shirley, 
disappointed. 

“Tt looks that way. Don’t I wish I could push 
it down!” 

More in anger at that moment than anything else, 
Mabe! gave the wall a vigorous kick. The result 
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was a sound of the falling of many rocks, and day- 
light appeared through what had seemed a solid 
wall. 

Both girls stepped back in surprise. 

“Well!” shouted Shirley. “What do you think 
of that!” 

She approached and would have given the wall 
another kick, but just then she heard voices outside 
the cave. 

“S-s-h-h,”’ she whispered to Mabel, and both ap- 
proached the wall quietly and listened. 

“Well,” said a voice, “it’s no use. We can’t find 
either of them. We shall have to wait until morn- 
ing and then arouse the mountainside.” 

“But it’s strange,” said another voice. “What 
can have become of Mabel?” 

“Carrie and Billy!” cried Shirley. ‘What on 
earth are they doing here?” 

“Looking for us! We will let them know at once 
they have found us.” 

“Carrie!” called Shirley, as loudly as she could. 

The conversation outside the cave ceased sud- 
denly and the two girls inside could hear the amaze- 
ment of their friends. Then Billy shouted: 

“Who are you? Where are you? What do you 
want?” 

“Tt is I—Shirley. Mabel is with me.’ 

“Where are you?” 

Before replying Shirley gave the wall another 
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kick. There was a shower of earth, and a larger 
opening appeared, but it was still too small to permit 
of the girls passing through it, although they could 
clearly see their two friends. 

Billy and Carrie, attracted by the shower of earth, 
quickly approached and peered into the opening, 
through which they could see the faces of the two 
lost girls. 

“We'll have you out in a jiffy,” called Billy, and 
he set to work enlarging the opening. 

But it was hard work. It seemed that the girls 
had already dislodged all the loose earth and rocks, 
and Billy, having no proper tools, had a hard job 
before him. 

Nevertheless, assisted by Carrie, he made a little 
progress, and it was soon evident that it was only 
a question of time until he should enlarge the open- 
ing sufficiently to permit the girls to pass through. 

Darkness now was falling fast and Billy worked 
swiftly, for he wished to get the three girls home 
before night. 

“This one rock will settle it, I reckon,” he said. 

He tugged and tugged at the big boulder, but, 
while it moved slightly, he could not dislodge it. 
He made several vain attempts and finally stepped 
back to rest a moment. 

After a survey he picked up his rifle, and, mak- 
ing a lever of it, bore down heavily upon the barrel. 
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“This will get it,’ and he threw his full weight 
upon it. 

Three times he tried to move the rock. Then, 
slowly, it began to move from its place. 

The girls gave a cry of delight, and Billy stopped 
to wipe the perspiration from his brow. 

“One more heave will do the work,” he called 
cheerfully. 

And one more heave did do the work, for the 
rock came away with a suddenness that sent Billy 
tumbling heels over head. 

He jumped right up, however, and stepped for- 
ward in time to help the girls from the cave. 

Once outside in the fresh air, Shirley an? Mabel 
breathed sighs of relief. 

“We were afraid we would never get out,” Shir- 
ley said. 

“What were you doing in there, anyhow?” asked 
Billy. 

In a few words Mabel explained. Billy was 
greatly surprised. 

“A hermit in the mountains? Funny I never 
heard of him.” , 

“T am not so sure he’s a hermit,” said Shirley, 
and told of the sudden falling off of the wonderful 
white beard. 

“We'll look into the matter,’ said Billy. “But 
let’s go home now.” 
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They started away, walking rapidly, but as they 
were about to turn into the main road the hermit 
stood before them. In his hand he held a revolver. 

“Hands up!” he said. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 
AN OLD FRIEND. 


Tue three girls stood still from fear, but Billy 
was unafraid. Holding his rifle in his right hand, 
he took several steps forward, until the barrel of 
the hermit’s weapon was but a few inches from his 
head. 

“What do you want?” and his voice was firm and 
loud. 

“T want all four of you to turn around and 
walk ahead of me,” said the hermit with an evil 
leer. “And I want you to do it quick, before this 
thing goes off.” And he moved his revolver threat- 
eningly. 

“You wouldn’t have the nerve to fire it,” said 
Billy quietly. “A man who makes war on young 
girls is a coward.” 

The hermit’s face turned a dull red. 

“A coward, am I?” he cried. “Well, I'll show 
you.” 

His finger tightened on the trigger, but before he 
could fire, Billy dropped to the ground, and, rising 
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quickly again, drove his fist straight at the man’s 
chin. The hermit staggered back and as he did so 
Billy seized his arm and gave it a wrench. 

The pistol dropped to the ground near Billy’s 
rifle. 

“Now,” said Billy, stepping back, and kicking 
both revolver and rifle out of the way, “I’m going 
to give you a good thrashing; but first take off that 
long beard.” 

The supposed hermit stood still, so Billy stepped 
forward and pulled the beard off with a jerk. 

“Pick up the revolver, Carrie,” he called, “and 
see that he tries no tricks.” 

Carrie obeyed, but upon Shirley’s request, handed 
the revolver to her. 

“Now stand back,” said Billy, “while I give 
this coward all he deserves.” 

But Billy had been wrong to call the man a 
coward. As he took a step forward, the man ad- 
vanced to meet him. 

“You'll wish you had a gun in your hands,’ he 
said. 

He struck out fiercely with his right fist and if 
the blow had landed the struggle would have ended 
then and there. 

But Billy was as quick on his feet as a cat, and 
he sprang aside so nimbly that the blow passed over 
his head. The hermit followed his first attempt with 
a swing of the left arm, but this Billy also dodged, 
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and, stepping close, struck the man with both of his 
fists. 

The hermit staggered for a moment, then pressed 
forward again. Billy sought for an opportunity 
to send in a blow that would finish the fight. His 
chance soon came, but as the lad stepped forward 
his foot slipped on a rock and he fell to his knees. 
Before he could regain his feet the hermit jumped 
at him with a cry of triumph. He struck out, and 
Billy toppled to the ground. 

Realizing the seriousness of the struggle, Shirley 
pointed the revolver at the hermit, while Carrie 
raised the rifle. But before either could fire, the 
man was upon them and with quick blows knocked 
the weapons from their hands. 

Then he stood back and jeered at them. 

“Now,” he said, picking up the revolver, “you 
walk back!” 

There was nothing else for the girls to do, and so 
they obeyed. 

“What of my brother?” asked Carrie. 

“Let him lie there,” said the hermit. 

“But he may be seriously injured.” 

“What’s that to me? Come, move on now.” 

Again in the power of their jailer, the girls moved 
slowly down the little mountain path. 

Suddenly, from the nearby woods, came the sharp 
crack of a rifle. The hermit gave a cry of pain 
and fell to the ground. 
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Instantly the girls turned to see what had hap- 
pened. 

Apparently the hermit was not seriously hurt, for 
he scrambled to his feet and reached for the revolver 
that had been thrown from his grasp when he fell. 

But Mabel was too quick for him. Jumping for- 
ward, she sent the weapon out of the man’s reach 
with a swift blow. 

She ran after it in an instant, and turning, levelled 
it at her fallen foe. 

“A single move and I shall fire!” 

“Who fired that other shot?” questioned Shirley. 

“T don’t know,” said Mabel, “but we must have 
friends somewhere near.” 

At that moment some one approached in the 
semi-darkness. 

“John!” exclaimed Carrie, surprised and pleased. 

It was John Spencer, her brother’s enemy. 

By this time the hermit had risen to his feet, 
and he now turned to face the newcomer. 

“Get out of here immediately,” said Spencer, 
“and don’t ever cross my path again. Be thankful 
that I spared your life when I could have killed 
you.” 

With a muttered threat the Hermit walked away 
and soon disappeared in the darkness. 

“Ts he much hurt, John?” asked Carrie. 

“No,” was the reply. “I put a bullet through his 
elbow; that’s all.” 


70 THE BLUE GRASS SEMINARY GIRLS 


He turned to Shirley and Mabel. 

“But what on earth are you girls doing here at 
this hour of the night?” 

Shirley explained. 

She was in the midst of her story when, from 
the direction of the road, there was the sound of 
another shot and a bullet whizzed by John’s head. 

Quickly all dropped to the ground. 

“Who on earth is shooting at us?” cried Shirley. 

Carrie turned to the young man. 

“Quick, John,” she cried. “Run. It’s Billy.” 

“T reckon you are right,’ was the quiet response. 
“T reckon I better be moving.” 

He walked away and soon was lost to sight. 
Several other shots were heard and then Billy came 
toward them. 

“Carrie,” he said quietly, “didn’t I tell you I 
wished you to have nothing further to do with John 
Spencer ?” 

“But, Billy ” began his sister. 

“You vhave’ heard me,”.<said Billy. (“That's 
enough.” 

“Now look here, Billy,” said Shirley, stepping 
close to him. “Had it not been for John Spencer, 
we would have been in the hands of the hermit 
again.” 

“What do you mean?” 

Shirley told him how John had come to their 
rescue just in time. 
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“Well,” said Billy, “I didn’t know that. Of 
course that alters the case. However,” he turned 
again to Carrie, “I wish you to keep away from 
him.” 

Carrie made no reply. 

It was almost two hours later before the little 
party reached the Ellison home, and when they did 
all were tired out, for it had been an exciting day. 

“We'll have supper,” said thoughtful Carrie, “and 
then we shall all go to bed.” 

She went to the kitchen, where she was soon busy 
preparing a good hot supper. The smell of fried 
chicken and hot biscuits gladdened the girls. 

“What has happened to my motorcycle?’ asked 
Shirley suddenly, thinking of her machine for the 
first time since she had been released from her 
prison. 

“TI brought that home,” Billy assured her. “It’s 
out on the porch.” 

“All right,” laughed Shirley. “I was afraid I 
might have lost it for good.” 

At this moment, from without, there came a faint 
“pop-pop, pop-pop,” far down the road. 

“What on earth is that?” said Billy. 

“Sounds to me like a motorcycle,’ Mabel replied. 

Shirley agreed with them. 

“But,” said Billy, “no one around here owns one 
but you two girls.” 
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“Nevertheless,” said Shirley, “I am sure that is 
what it is.” 

“We'll see,” said Billy briefly. 

He rose from his chair and went to the front 
of the house. Shirley and Mabel followed him, 
and a moment later Carrie left her preparations for 
supper and joined them. 

Some distance down the road the blinding glare 
of a searchlight could be seen. It was approaching 
the Ellison home rapidly. 

“Tt’s a motorcycle all right,” said Shirley. 

“You are right,” replied Billy. “But who can 
it be?’ 

“T can’t imagine,” answered Carrie. 

Now the motorcycle was drawing close. Sud- 
denly it flashed by, and then the rider shut off the 
power and came to a stop. He turned his machine 
and came back toward the house, which he had seen 
as he passed. 

“You girls go inside,” said Billy, “until I see 
what this fellow wants. He may be up to some mis- 
chief.”’ 

He followed the girls inside and picked up his 
rifle which stood just behind the door. Then he 
went out again just in time to greet the newcomer 
as he came up the pathway. 

“What do you want?” he asked in a sharp voice. 

“Why,” said the stranger, “I am looking for the 
home of Billy Ellison.” 
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“You've come to the right place,” returned Billy. 
“T am Billy Ellison. What can I do for you?” 

“T’m in luck,”’ remarked the stranger, whom Billy 
now saw was a young fellow about two years his 
junior. “I was afraid I would have to hunt all 
over the mountains for you.” 

“What do you want with me?” demanded Billy. 

“Well,” said the stranger with a friendly smile, 
“to tell the truth it’s not exactly you I am looking 
for. I am seeking a young lady by the name of 
Shirley Willing. Is she here?” 

“Yes, she’s here,” replied Billy. “What do you 
want with her?” 

“T guess I’ll tell her that,” was the reply. 

“Well, you ” began Billy. 

But at that moment a figure slipped out the door 
and advanced to meet the newcomer. 

“Dick!” she called. “I was sure I recognized 
your voice.” 

She extended her hand and the young man 
grasped it eagerly. 
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CHAPTER IX. 
DICK ON AN ASSIGNMENT. 


Just then Mabel and Carrie came from the 
house. 

“Why, Dick Stanley!” exclaimed the former. 
“What in the world are you doing here?” 

And she shook hands with the newcomer. 

Dick laughed. 

“Well, it’s rather a long story, Miss Ashton,” he 
replied, ‘‘and I shall have to ask you to allow me to 
tell it later.” 

Shirley now introduced the young man to Carrie 
and her brother. Billy’s gruffness vanished imme- 
diately, and he invited Dick into the house to supper. 

“Thanks,” replied the lad, “I am a trifle hungry. 
Where can I put my horse?” 

“Your horse?’ repeated Carrie. “I don’t see 
any horse.” 

“He means his motorcycle, Carrie,’ laughed Shir- 
ley. 

“Tl take charge of it,” said Billy. “The rest 
of you go in to supper. Ill be there in a few 
minutes.” 
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He pushed the motorcycle until it stood by the 
others on the porch, and then followed the young 
folks into the house. 

In the meantime Shirley said to Dick: “What 
brought you here?’ 

“Sh-h-h,” whispered Dick. “I'll tell you when 
the others are not listening,” and he indicated Billy, 
who just then entered the house. 

Shirley understood and so said nothing more. 

Supper over, Dick rose and began making his 
farewells. 

“Tf you can recommend a place in town where I 
can stay for the night, I'll be going,” he said. 

“You'll stay right here with us,” hospitable Billy 
said. ‘You can bunk with me. There’ll be plenty 
of room.” 

“But I don’t like to put you to all that trouble,” 
protested Dick. 

“No bother at all,’ was the reply. ‘Whenever 
you are ready to turn in, say the word, and I'll 
show you your room. In the meantime I'll see that 
the horses have been cared for.” And Billy left 
the house. 

“T’ll help Carrie with the dishes,” said Mabel, 
“and Shirley can entertain Dick.’’ And she followed 
her hostess into the kitchen. 

“Now,” said Shirley, when she and Dick were 
left alone, “you can tell me all about this trip of 
yours.” 
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“Well,” and Dick looked around to make sure 
that no one was within hearing, “in the first place 
you must know that I have been promoted.” 

“Promoted ?” 

“Yes; I’m no longer an office boy. I’m a re- 
porter now—a ‘cub’ they call me.” 

Shirley clapped her hands. 

“Fine! I knew you would be advanced soon. 
But tell me the rest.” 

“Well,” continued Dick, “T° happened to be in 
Paris and I went out to see you. Your father told 
me you were here.” 

“And you came all the way to see me?” 

“Well, no, not exactly.” 

Shirley looked disappointed. 

“Why did you come then?” 

“While in Paris,” answered Dick, “I received a 
telegram from my paper telling me to find out all 
about the Spencer-Ellison feud. That’s why I’m 
here. I don’t know why I was selected, but I sup- 
pose it is because my identity is less likely to be 
discovered than that of an older man. This is my 
first big ‘story’-and I don’t want to fall down on 
it?? 

“T am sure you won’t! Ill help you.” 

“You will?” and Dick spoke eagerly. 

“Yes, and I can tell you a great deal about it. 


Of course you know that Billy is one of the feud- 
ists?” 
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Dick nodded his head. 

“T learned that in Barboursville.”’ 

“Well, P'll explain a little bit.’ And Shirley pro- 
ceeded to tell him what she knew of the trouble be- 
tween the two families. 

“That will all help,” said Dick when she had 
concluded. 

“Tl tell you,” said Shirley. “T'll explain to Billy 
who you are and what you want, and he’ll tell you 
everything.” 

“No, I wouldn’t do that,’’ for Dick saw at once 
the unwisdom of such a plan. 

“Why ?” 

“Because he probably wouldn’t like my prying 
into his affairs. No, whatever I learn will have to 
be on the quiet.” 

“You know best, of course,” said Shirley. “But 
now we must talk about something else. Here 
comes Mabel and Carrie.” 

The other two girls sat down and the conversation 
became general. A few minutes later Billy came 
in and told the family that he was ready for bed. 

“And so am J,” said Dick. “I have had quite 
a tiring day.” 

The boys bade the girls good night and went 
upstairs to Billy’s room. They wasted little time 
and soon were in bed and asleep. 

The three girls also retired immediately, and the 
house was dark. 
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How long Shirley had slept she did not know, 
when she was awakened by a slight noise. She 
sat up in bed and listened: Then she shook Mabel 
gently. 

“What’s the matter?” asked Mabel, almost too 
sleepy to speak. 

“Sh-h-h,” whispered Shirley. “I think there is 
some one in the house.” 

Mabel was wide awake instantly, and she also sat 
up in bed. 

A few moments later both felt sure that they 
heard stealthy footsteps in the room below. 

“There is some one in the house,’ said Mabel. 
“What shall we do?” 

Quietly Shirley slipped from the bed and dressed 
herself. It was the work of but a few moments. 
Mabel did the same thing; and then, walking as 
softly as they could, they opened the door and crept 
out. 

The girls were obliged to pass the room occupied 
by Billy and Dick on their way to the stairs, but 
they went by noiselessly and without arousing 
either one. 

“What are you going to do, Shirley?” whispered 
Mabel. 

“T want to see who it is,” Shirley spoke softly. 

“Why not wake Billy and let him help us, any- 
how ?” 


“Well,” said Shirley, “I thought it might possibly 
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be John Spencer, and I don’t want any trouble. 
If it is we will send him away.” 

The two girls descended the stairs with scarcely 
a sound. Shirley, slightly in advance of Mabel, 
reached the dining room door first and peered in. 
Then she drew back with a startled cry. 

At this sound, low though it was, the intruder 
turned and came rapidly toward the two girls. 

“Quick, Mabel,” called Shirley, as she ran back 
up the stairs with Mabel close behind her. 

As they dashed for their own room, Shirley 
knocked loudly on the door to the boys’ room. 

“What’s the row?” called Dick, and Billy joined 
in the question. 

“The hermit is in the house,” screamed Shirley. 

There was the sound of confusion in the room as 
the boys hastily threw on their clothes, and then 
Billy, with his rifle in his hand, came out the door. 
Not pausing to ask questions, he tumbled down the 
steps. Dick was right behind him. 

As the girls listened, Carrie came running into 
the hall. 

“What’s the matter?” 

Mabel explained. 

There was the sound of footsteps downstairs, and 
a door slammed. 

“T reckon he has gone,” said Carrie, shaking with 
fright. “Let’s go down.” 
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Not without some trepidation Shirley and Mabel 
followed her. 

A shot was heard and the noise-of a door slam- 
ming. 

The girls ran down the stairs. 

Near the front door stood Billy and Dick, and 
as the girls entered the front room Billy opened 
the door slightly. This act was followed by another 
shot from without. 

“We can’t go after him that way,” declared Billy. 
“He'll pick us off sure.” 

“Then let’s go out the back way,” suggested Dick. 

“Tl go out that way,” said Billy. “If you hear 
a shot from that direction, you slip out this way. 
Carrie, bring him my other rifle.” 

Soon Carrie brought it, and Dick was armed. 

Billy made his way to the rear of the house. 

“Be very careful, Billy,” implored Carrie. 

The boy did not reply, and a moment later the 
door closed softly behind him. He was out in the 
night. 

A few minutes later those within the house heard 
the sound of a shot. 

“That’s my signal to go out,” said Dick quietly. 

He opened the door quietly, and stepped into the 
darkness. 

Inside the girls breathlessly awaited the outcome. 

At intervals came the sound of shots, but the girls 
were unable to determine who fired them, nor with 
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what result. They waited, trembling and terrified. 

Then, suddenly, the window nearest Shirley was 
suddenly thrown up, and a foot was thrown over the 
sill. 

“Ts it Dick or Billy?” asked Carrie, as she leaned 
forward. 

“Neither,” was the reply, for one quick glance 
had been enough for Shirley. Nowhere, she knew, 
could there be another such foot as that coming 
through the window. 

With a startled cry she leaped forward and, put- 
ting forth her utmost strength, slammed down the 
window just as the Hermit of the mountains put 
his head through. 

The window narrowly missed his head, and 
caught him on the shoulder. 

“Mabel! Carrie!’ called Shirley. “Help me hold 
this window down.” 

The other girls jumped forward and added their 
strength to Shirley’s. 

Caught thus, the hermit was unable to move, in 
spite of his strength. One leg, one arm and his head 
were inside the house, while the rest of him was 
on the outside. 

“Let me go,” he roared, “or it will be the worse 
for you.” 

But still the girls held him tightly. 

The man’s loud voice proved his own undoing, 
for Billy and Dick, who had again drawn close to 
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the house, heard him and came racing indoors. 
They took in the situation at a glance. 

“Get on the outside, Dick!” said the former. 

Dick hastened to obey. 

“Let go and stand back!” Billy then called to the 
girls. 

Freed of the weight that held him, the hermit 
crawled through the window, and made a quick 
rush at Billy; but the latter, reversing his rifle and 
holding it by the barrel, stepped nimbly aside. 
The rifle whirled about his head, then flashed forth, 
and the hermit fell to the floor. 
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CHAPTER X. 
BILLY IN JEOPARDY. 


“T’vE got him, Dick!” called Billy, and Dick ran 
into the house. 

“What are you going to do with him?” 

“Tie him up,” was the reply. “T’ll take him 
into town and turn him over to the sheriff.” 

“He's certainly too dangerous to be running 
around loose.” 

The hermit was quickly and securely bound, and 
Billy rolled him into a corner. 

“He won't get out of there until we are ready 
to let him,” he said, grimly. ‘We can go back to 
bed now.” 

But at that moment the hermit groaned, and his 
eyes opened. He cast a baleful glance at those in 
the room and growled. 

“You'll be sorry for this, all of you. Ay time will 
come, and when it does you'll be sorry.” 

“Wait until it comes and then talk,” said Billy. 
“Come on, let’s turn in.” 

“Ts it safe to leave him there?” asked Shirley. 
“Can’t he get away?” 
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“Not much,” replied Billy with a grin. “I know 
something about tying a man up.” 

He led the way upstairs and again all retired. 

Left to himself, the hermit tried and tried to 
free his hands or to scramble to his feet; but his 
efforts were vain. He lay on his back like a turtle, 
unable to get up. 

All were up early the next morning, and Shirley’s 
first thought was of their prisoner. 

“He’s here,” she called to Mabel. 

“T knew he would be,” said Billy, who came down 
at that moment. ‘As soon as breakfast is over I’m 
going to take him to town.” 

Dick elected to stay with the girls, and so Billy 
fared forth with his prisoner, alone. He untied the 
man’s feet and marched behind him with his rifle 
held ready. 

Shirley and Dick found themselves alone together 
again. 

“There is one thing I’d like to know,” said Dick, 
“and that is, why the sheriff doesn’t interfere in this 
feud ?” 

“That’s easy,” replied Shirley. “Billy and John 
Spencer have both announced their intention of 
shooting up the sheriff if he comes after them. Also 
they have agreed, that if one is taken or shot by 
the sheriff, the other will ‘get him’; if you know 
what that means.” 

“Yes, I guess I know what that means,” replied 
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Dick, with a laugh. “The idea, then, is that they 
want to be left alone to fight it out?” 

“Exactly,” replied Shirley. 

“And evidently, the sheriff is afraid of them.” 

“Tt would seem so, though I can’t see why. I 
never saw two more peaceable fellows. Both of 
them have treated us royally.” 

“That’s another matter,” said Dick dryly. “Still, 
I fail to see why the state authorities haven’t inter- 
fered. Surely they will not allow this to go on. 
I wouldn’t be surprised to see an officer along here 
at almost any time.” 

“If one comes,” said Shirley, “there will be more 
shooting.” 

Billy had not returned at noon, and dinner was 
eaten without him. 

“T don’t know where he is,” said Carrie, “but 
he often fails to come for his meals.” 

Luncheon over, Shirley and Dick announced their 
intention of taking a walk. 

“Don’t stray too far,” warned Carrie. “You 
might get lost again.” 

“Don’t worry,” laughed Shirley. “We'll keep 
close enough to the road to find our way back.” 

For an hour or two they strolled about, and as 
they were about to return, they heard voices on the 
other side of the road. 

Shirley listened a moment. 

“It’s Billy. I recognize his voice. Let’s go over.” 
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They crossed the road and were about to go 
further when Shirley suddenly drew back. 

“Dorothy Spencer!” she exclaimed. ‘Well, what 
do you think of that!” 

“What?” asked Dick. 

“Oh, nothing!” 

But Dick was not to be deceived. 

“Dorothy Spencer,” he repeated, and a great light 
dawned upon him. “Isn’t she the sister of John 
Spencer?” he asked. 

ese 

“So!” laughed Dick. “The plot thickens! One 
member of a blood feud talking to his enemy’s 
sister. This is interesting.” 

“Well,” said Shirley, “if you had been here sev- 
eral days ago you would have seen Carrie Ellison 
and John Spencer in the same situation.” 

“Better and better!” exclaimed Dick. “This will 
make quite a story.” 

“But surely you won’t write anything like that?” 
asked Shirley, alarmed. 

“Won't I? Well, I should say I would!’ 

“But would it be fair?” asked Shirley. 

“Why—why, I don’t see why not,” said Dick. 

“After accepting Billy’s hospitality, to turn on 
him like that?” exclaimed Shirley. “You had better 
think it over, Dick.” 

“But”—protested the lad. 
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“Don’t answer now,” said Shirley quietly. 
“Think it over first.’’ 

“All right,” agreed Dick, and they continued on 
their way homeward. 

They had gone perhaps a quarter of 2 mile when 
they saw a figure striding toward them down the 
road. As he approached closer, Shirley grasped 
Dick by the arm. 

“My gracious!” she exclaimed. 

“What’s the matter now?” exclaimed Dick, in 
surprise. 

Shirley pointed to the approaching figure. 

“That is John Spencer,” she said. 

“Well, what of it?” asked Dick, and then added: 
“Oh, I see. He and Billy are likely to come to- 
gether, eh?” 

“Yes,” said Shirley, “we must keep him here until 
we are sure Dorothy and Billy have gone.” 

“Tt will probably be a hard job, but we'll try,” 
said Dick. 

Young Spencer recognized Shirley, raised his hat 
and would have passed on, but Shirley called him 
and he stopped. 

“T want to introduce you to a friend of mine from 
the city,” said the girl. “Mr. Spencer, Mr. Stanley.” 

The young men shook hands. 

“And where are you staying, Mr. Stanley?” asked 
John. 

Dick smiled to himself as he replied: 
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“With the Ellisons.” 

John’s figure stiffened. 

“With Bill, eh?” he said. “Oh, well a? 

He raised his cap again and would have passed 
on, but again Shirley detained him. 

“And how is your sister?” she asked. 

“First rate,’ was the reply. ‘Why haven’t you 
been over to see her? She told me the next time 
I saw you to tell you and Miss Ashton to drop over 
any time.” 

“Thank you. We certainly shall,” declared 
Shirley. 

“We are out for a little stroll,’ said Dick. 
“Won't you come along and point out the sights?” 

“Tm afraid I can’t,” replied John. “I must be 
getting home.” 

“Please come,” said Shirley. 

John looked at her quizzically, and for a moment 
Shirley feared he suspected her ruse. But he only 
shook his head, and said: 

“Some other time I shall be pleased to, but to-day 
I must get home. It is getting late and Dorothy will 
be worried. By the way,” he turned to Shirley, 
“she was going to town to-day, and should be along 
about this time. Have you seen her?” 

“Why-why-why, yes, I-I’ve seen her,” stam- 
mered Shirley, now greatly agitated. “Yes, I’m 
sure it was she.” 

“How long ago?” 
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“Well, I—just a few moments ago,” said Shirley, 
not knowing what to do. 

“How far back?” 

““Not—not very far.” 

“Then maybe I can overtake her,” and again John 
turned to go. 

“Wait a moment,” cried Shirley desperately, and 
she took hold of his arm. 

John regarded her in the utmost surprise. 

“What is it, Miss Willing?” he finally asked. 

“Why—why, I don’t know exactly,’ replied 
Shirley, almost ready to cry. “I—you tell Dorothy 
I shall be over to see her to-morrow, will you?” 

“Certainly. She will be glad to see you, I know.” 

Once more John raised his cap and turned to go, 
and again Shirley sought to detain him. 

“We should be glad to have you walk along with 
us,’ and she cast an appealing glance at Dick, who 
was even more confused than she. 

“Miss Willing,” said John abruptly, “why are you 
trying to detain me?” 

“Why, the idea,’ exclaimed Shirley. “Why 
should I try to detain you?” 

“That’s what I should like to know. I felt sure 
I must be mistaken, but just the same a 

He broke off and looked at her. and then at 
Dick, while Shirley’s face turned red. 

“T am sure I don’t want to detain you,’ she 
said, tossing her head. 


90 THE BLUE GRASS SEMINARY GIRLS 


“Perhaps I was mistaken,” replied John. “Then 
I shall tell Dorothy to expect you to-morrow. 
About what time? Will you come for lunch?” 

“Just after lunch,” said the girl. 

“All right. Good-bye.” 

Again he lifted his hat, and turning, strode off 
down the road while Shirley and Dick gazed after 
him. 

“T hope Dorothy has gone home,” said Shirley 
fervently. ; 

“T hope so too,” Dick agreed. 

But both were doomed to disappointment. 

Even as they stood looking they saw John stop 
suddenly, throw his rifle from his shoulder and hold 
it ready in both hands. 

“Guess he has sighted Billy,” said Dick in a low 
voice. 

Shirley said nothing, but she breathed a little 
prayer as she kept her eyes on John. 

“Well—” began Dick, but stopped suddenly, as 
Shirley grasped his arm. 

“Look!” she cried. 

Dick looked. 

“Tt’s too bad,” was all he said, but his heart gave 
a bound. 

For at that moment two figures, with eyes on the 
ground, deeply interested in their conversation, came 
into view. 

They were Billy and Dorothy Spencer. 
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CHAPTER XI: 
THE FEUD GROWS MORE BITTER. 


WITH a cry to Dick to follow her, Shirley flew 
forward, as though her shoes had wings. As she 
tran she saw John put his rifle to his shoulder and 
take deliberate aim. 

“Billy !’ she shouted at the top of her voice. 

Billy raised his head in surprise, and, with a 
quick cry to Dorothy to get back out of harm’s 
way, he sprang forward, half raising his own rifle 
as he did so. 

And still John did not fire. 

The two were facing each other steadily when 
Shirley darted between them. 

“Don’t shoot!” cried the girl. 

Disregarding this, Billy started to raise his rifle 
to his shoulder, but John’s voice stopped him. 

“Stand still or I shall fire!’ he commanded. 

Billy stood still. 

“Now listen,” said John slowly. “You think I 
mustn’t talk to your sister but you can talk to mine. 
It’s a poor rule that doesn’t work both ways; there- 


92 THE BLUE GRASS SEMINARY GIRLS 


fore you keep away from Dorothy. I shall not 
harm you now, because I have you at a disad- 
vantage, but if I ever see you near my sister again 
you shall pay the penalty. Do you understand?’ 

Billy made no reply but his eyes snapped. 

“Now that we’ve had this meeting,’ continued 
John, “I think we know just where we stand. This 
feud must go on to the bitter end. The next time 
I see you I shall shoot on sight!” 

“T’ll be ready,” said Billy briefly. 

“All right. Now get down the road as quick 
as you can, or I might be tempted to pull the trigger 
now.” 

For a moment Billy hesitated. Fearing that he 
might attempt to bring matters to an issue then and 
there, Shirley sprang to his side and took him by 
the arm. 

“Come, Billy,” she begged. “Let’s go home.” 

Billy allowed her to lead him away, but as they 
made their way down the road, John kept his rifle 
trained upon his foe. 

“Billy,” said Shirley, as they walked along, ‘“‘you 
should be ashamed of yourself. Why should you 
object to John’s talking to Carrie, when you sneak 
away to meet Dorothy?” 

“Well,” was the reply, “Dorothy is all right, but 
John is no good.” 

“T guess he thinks the same about you and 
Carrie,” was Shirley’s reply. 
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Dick now joined them and they continued on 
their way together. 

“There is no use saying anything about this to 
Carrie,” said Billy. “It would only worry her.” 

“Then we shall say nothing,” declared Shirley, 
and Dick also promised to remain silent. 

Early the following morning Dick called Shirley 
to one side. 

“T am going to Barboursville this morning,” he 
told her. 

“What for ?’ asked the girl in surprise. 

“Well, I have been here several days and I must 
get into communication with the office. I'll have 
to let them know I am on the job and give them 
a story of some kind.” 

“You mean the story of the feud?” 

me Ves. 

“But what will you say?” 

“Not much, I guess. Ill just write a general 
review of the feud and its cause, and give an out- 
line of the present situation.” 

“Will you be back to-night?” asked Shirley. 

“T think so, although it may be late.” 

Half an hour later he left on his motorcycle. 

“Shirley,” said Billy after he had gone, “there 
is something I would like to ask you.” 

“What is it?” inquired the girl. 

“What is Dick Stanley’s business?” 


94 THE BLUE GRASS SEMINARY GIRLS 


“Why, he’s—he’s a-a newspaper reporter,” re- 
plied the girl in some confusion.” 

“T thought so! and what’s his business here, do 
you know?” 

“Yes, I know, but I have promised him I would 
not tell.” 

“Well, you don’t need to tell,’ replied Billy, 
becoming angry. “I know why he is here. He is 
prying into my business, and he’s got to stop it. 
at Seale 

“But,” protested Shirley, “he is not doing it of 
his own account. He is only following instructions. 
He is doing what his employer tells him to do.” 

“T won’t allow any one to meddle with my af- 
fairs,” said Billy decidedly. “Where has he gone 
now?” 

“He said something about sending a story to his 
paper,” replied Shirley. 

“He did, eh? Is he coming back?” 

“He said he would be back late to-night.” 

“Well, he’s got nerve; but he had better stay in 
Barboursville. It won’t be healthy for him around 
here : 

“What do you mean, Billy?” asked Shirley in 
alarm. 

“T mean that if he comes back I’ll run him 
down the road at the point of a gun. I won't stand 
for this business.” 
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“T guess you'll find that he won’t run so easily,” 
declared Shirley loyally. 

“Tl guarantee to make him run,” said Billy 
shortly, and he walked abruptly away. 

Shirley was greatly alarmed. She knew Billy and 
she also knew Dick; and realized that neither was 
the kind of boy to give in without a fight. 

Fearful that harm would come to one of them, 
she called Mabel into consultation. 

“T believe it would be wise for Dick to keep out 
of Billy’s way,” said Mabel, after the situation had 
been explained to her. “Billy is liable to hurt him.” 

“Dick is likely to hurt Billy, you mean,” replied 
Shirley. 

“Well, some one is liable to get hurt. But I don’t 
know what to do.” 

All day long the girl turned the matter over in 
her mind. Supper time came and passed and Dick 
had not returned. Darkness fell. 

“T know what I’ll do,” Shirley told herself sud- 
denly. “I'll walk down the road and meet Dick 
when he comes and give him warning.” 

She slipped from the house unobserved and made 
her way probably a mile down the road. There, in 
the darkness, she sat down to wait. 

The minutes passed slowly, and the girl had about 
decided that Dick would remain in Barboursville 
over night, and was upon the point of going back 
to the house, when she heard a distant ‘“‘pop-pop.” 
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“Tt must be Dick!’ she exclaimed, and rose to 
her feet. 

A moment later a searchlight flashed round a 
turn in the road and Shirley made out a motorcycle 
coming toward her. The rider, as she expected, was 
Dick. 

The machine was coming along at a good gait 
and Dick rode by without seeing the girl standing 
in the road. She called out as he passed, however, 
and he came to a stop a few yards beyond. Shirley 
advanced to meet him. 

“What on earth are you doing out here at this 
hour of the night?” asked the lad in great surprise. 

“T stayed up to wait for you,” Shirley told him 
quietly. 

“Thanks,” said Dick with a laugh; “but what’s 
the reason you didn’t wait in the house?” 

“Because I wanted to warn you,” said Shirley. 

“Warn me? Warn me of what?” 

“To stay away from the Ellison home.” 

“What for?” 

“Because Billy has threatened to chase you away 
at the point of-a gun.” 

Dick stared at her in great surprise. 

“Billy going to run me away?” he exclaimed. 

“Yes; that’s what he told me.” 

“But what for?” 

“Because you are a reporter.” 
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“Oho,” said Dick, “I see. So the cat is out of 
the bag, eh?” 

“Yes,” replied Shirley, “but I didn’t tell him until 
he asked me.” 

“That’s all right,” said Dick. “And just what 
did Bill say?” 

“Well, he said he wasn’t going to allow anybody 
to pry into his affairs.” 

“He did, eh? Well, I shall have to have a little 
talk with Billy.” 

“But you will stay away from the house to- 
night?” asked Shirley anxiously. 

“Where else could I go, at this hour?” demanded 
Dick. 

“T don’t know; but please keep away from Billy.” 

Dick shook his head. 

“No, Ill have to see him,” he said, “and the 
sooner the better.” 

“Then you won’t stay away?” 

“I can't,” said Dick. “I have been sent out to 
get this story, and I’ll have to get it, Billy or no 
Billy. Come, we'll go to the house.” 

In vain did Shirley protest. Dick was firm in his 
determination to have it out with Billy at once. 

They walked slowly toward the house. 

Billy, Mabel and Carrie sat in the parlor when 
they arrived. Shirley went in first and Dick fol- 
lowed, when he had stowed his machine safely away. 
_ At Dick’s entrance Billy sprang to his feet. 
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“I’m glad you’ve come,” he said quietly, “for I 
wanted to tell you to get out just as quick as your 
legs will take you.” 

Carrie, who was ignorant of the trouble, jumped 
to her feet and faced her brother. 

“Why, Billy,” she exclaimed. “I’m surprised at 
you. What do you mean?” 

“T mean,” said Billy angrily, “that this fellow is 
a sneak.” 

Dick’s face flushed a trifle, but he smiled good- 
naturedly. He was determined not to lose his 
temper. 

“You mean a reporter,” he said quietly. 

“Tt’s all the same,” declared Billy with heat. 
“Now I want you to get out of here and stay out. 
Do you hear?” 

“Yes, I hear,” replied Dick, “but first Iam going 
to have a little talk with you.”’ 

“T don’t want anything to do with you, Mr. 
Sneak,” declared Billy. 

“Nevertheless, you shall listen to me a few 
minutes,” said Dick gently. 

“T will, will I?” exclaimed Billy. 

He sprang to the corner of the room, where his 
rifle leaned against the wall, and, before any one 
could interfere, snatched it up and levelled it at 
Dick. 

“Now will you get out of here!’ he roared. 
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CHAPTER XII. 
DICK HUNTS NEW QUARTERS. 


Dick smiled, but he did not move a step. 

“J don’t scare worth a cent,” he said quietly. 
“Now, you put that gun down and listen to me. 
Then Vl go.” 

The three girls had jumped between the two 
boys, and Carrie seized her brother by the arm. 

“Please do put it down,” she implored. 

Billy shook himself free. 

“T want him to get out,’ he said angrily. 

“Listen to what he has to say,” said Mabel. 
“Then he will go, for he said so.” 

“What he says will make no difference to me,” 
said the angry lad. ‘: 

He lowered his weapon, nevertheless. 

“Well, what is it you want to say?” he demanded. 
“Hurry and say it, and then get out.” 

“Well,’”’ said Dick, “in the first place, you are 
wrong when you think I am prying into private 
matters. When two men go out looking for each 
other with loaded rifles, it is no longer a private 
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matter. It becomes the business of the state, and 
therefore a public matter. Now the business of a 
newspaper is to put such matters before its readers. 
That’s why I’m here.” 

“The state has nothing to do with my quarrel,” 
declared Billy. 

“That’s where you’re wrong; and it’s a wonder 
the state hasn’t taken a hand already. Would you 
care to know the general sentiment regarding such 
feuds?” 

“No,” growled Billy. 

“Well, Pll tell you anyhow. The people of Ken- 
tucky are growing tired of unnecessary killings in 
these mountains, and they have demanded that a 
stop be put to all such lawlessness. The state au- 
thorities will have to act. If the sheriff can’t handle 
such affairs, state officers will, even if it takes the 
militia. I’m just telling you this to show you where 
you stand. If you were to kill John Spencer to- 
morrow, it wouldn’t be long before you were be- 
hind the bars.” 

“You think so, eh?” sneered Billy. “Well, I 
guess YOU won't put me there.” 

“T don’t expect to. On the contrary I am, to a 
certain extent, in a position to help you a little. Play 
fair with me and I’ll do the same with you. You 
know there is more than one way of writing a 
story. I can write it so that the sympathies of the 
people will be with the mountaineers and against the 
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state; and then again, I can write it the other way. 
And Ill be telling the truth in either event.” 

“I don’t want any of your help,” snarled Billy. 
“Tl attend to my own affairs, and you attend to 
yours. Now you have had your say, get out.” 

And he raised his rifle. 

“Just one thing more,” said Dick quietly. He 
walked directly up to Billy, and the two stood with 
their faces but a few inches apart. “Just one thing 
more,” he repeated. “You might as well understand 
right now that you can’t scare me away. I’m here 
to get this story and I’m going to get it, with all 
its details, before I leave.” 

Billy jumped quickly backwards, and threw his 
rifle to his shoulder. He was terribly angry, and 
it is impossible to know what he might have done, 
had not Carrie, who was standing beside him, seized 
the rifle with a sudden movement and wrenched 
it from his hands. 

Billy turned upon her in fury. 

“What do you mean by that?” he shouted, and 
grasping the rifle again, tried to take it away from 
her. 

“Please let me have it, Billy,” said Carrie, crying. 

Shirley turned to Dick. 

“Please go now,” she urged. “Don’t make it any 
worse by staying here.” 

“No,” said Dick, “T’ll stay till he cools down a 
bit.7 
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As Billy finally succeeded in wrenching the rifle 
from his sister’s hand Dick stepped suddenly for- 
ward, and just as Billy was raising it to his shoul- 
der, Dick seized it by the barrel and with a jerk 
took it in his own hands. 

“That’s enough of this foolishness. I’m going 
now, and I am going to take this rifle with me. 
I don’t want to be shot in the back. In the morn- 
ing you'll find it down the road a piece. I'll leave 
it there.” 

Dick turned to Shirley. 

“Good-bye, Miss Willing,” he said. “I hope I 
shall see you again before you return home.” 

He bade Mabel good-bye and then turned to Car- 
Tie: 

“T am sorry to have caused this scene, but Billy 
and I had to have an understanding. I appreciate 
your hospitality more than I can tell you.” 

He bowed and walked across the room and out 
the door. Billy tried to run after him, but was 
intercepted by the three girls. 

“Let him go, Billy,” said Mabel. 

Billy sank down.in a chair. 

“Tl fix him,” he declared. 

From without came the sound of a motorcycle as 
Dick rode off in the direction of the little village 
of Jesse, where he hoped to find a place to stay for 
the night, at least. 

In this he was successful; he obtained a room in 
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a small cottage occupied by a man named Brown. 

“T may be here for some days, Mr. Brown,” said 
Dick, “and I should like to make my home with 
you.” 

“T’ll be glad to have you,’ Mr. Brown replied. 

It was late, and most of the people had gone to 
bed. Dick, however, was in no mood for sleep, 
and he decided to walk about a while before retiring. 
For an hour he strolled about the deserted streets, 
and then started for his room. 

As he was passing a little building which he 
recognized as the village jail he was attracted by 
sounds from within—a peculiar scratching noise. 

“Sounds like some one was trying to get out,” 
he thought. “I wonder if they still have the hermit 
in there?” 

He waited, listening. 

Suddenly the door quivered beneath a heavy blow. 

“Guess he’s trying to break it down,” mused Dick. 
“It would not be much trouble to do so. But it’s 
a wonder some one doesn’t hear him.” 

Again the door quivered, and again and again. 
With the sound of the last blow the door crashed 
outward. 

“T’ll see who it is, anyhow,” thought Dick. “But 
I’m not going to interfere.” 

A head was poked stealthily through the door. 

“The hermit!” Dick exclaimed under his breath. 

And the hermit it was! 
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Dick slunk back in the shadow. 

Making sure that no one was looking, the hermit 
came out quietly and darted toward the town. 

“By Jove!” said Dick. “He’s going toward the 
Ellison place. Guess I had better follow him.” 
And he set out in pursuit. 

Straight toward the Ellison home the man went, 
but at the fork in the road, a short distance before 
getting there, he turned off. It was the same road 
Shirley had taken the night she got lost. 

Dick breathed a sigh of relief, and stopped. 

“Wonder where he is going? Guess I may as 
well follow him anyway.” 

The man continued along the road for a con- 
siderable distance and then struck into the woods. 
Going as quietly as possible, Dick followed him. 

After a while the hermit came to the little cabin 
in the clearing—the place where Shirley had en- 
countered him. 

A dog barked joyfully as the man approached, 
and Dick halted. 

“T don’t want to tackle a dog with a voice like 
that,” he thought... 

Nevertheless, making sure that his revolver— 
which he always carried—was in readiness, he ap- 
proached the cabin cautiously. A light flared up, 
and through the open window Dick took stock of 
his quarry. 

First the man set about preparing himself a meal. 
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Dick watched these preparations in silence, and as 
silently watched the hermit dispose of the food. 

“T wouldn't mind having a bite myself,’ he 
thought; “I haven’t eaten since I left Barboursville 
this afternoon.” 

Having finished his meal, the man washed up 
the dishes, after throwing the dog a bone or two. 
Then he went to a little table in the center of 
the room and opened a drawer. He pulled forth 
a small object of some sort. 

Dick approached closer to get a good view of it. 
It flashed in the lamplight. 

“A revolver,” thought Dick. 

But in this he was mistaken, as he discovered a 
moment later. Again the hermit held the object, 
and this time Dick got a good look at it. 

“Great Scott?’ he exclaimed. “Why didn’t I 
think of that?” 

For the object upon which his eyes rested was 
a badge. 

“An officer!’ exclaimed Dick, and punctuated his 
exclamation with a low whistle. 

For a few moments he was perfectly still, think- 
ing. 

“Well, I may as well do it,” he said finally. 

He approached the door of the cabin and rapped 
sharply. 

There was a sudden stillness from within. 

Again Dick rapped, but received no answer. 
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“Open the door,” he called. “There is nothing 
to fear. I ama friend.” 

There was the sound of footsteps from within, 
and the dog growled. 

Dick drew his own revolver, that he might not be 
taken at a disadvantage, and moved a short distance 
away from the door. 

“What do you want?” came a voice from within. 

“A few words with you,” replied Dick. 

Suddenly the door was flung open, and the hermit 
stood in the doorway, looking into the darkness. 
He held a revolver in his hand, and it was plain that 
he was prepared for any emergency. 

In the darkness, however, he did not see Dick, 
so the latter had the advantage. He covered the 
hermit with his own weapon and called out: 

“Drop that gun!” 

The hermit obeyed, for he was still unable to see 
Dick, and he was smart enough to realize that the 
lad probably had him covered. 

Dick stepped forward and picked up the hermit’s 
revolver. Then he put his own back into his pocket. 

“Now we can have a little talk,’ he said, and 
he motioned the hermit to lead the way inside. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 
A THREE-CORNERED AFFAIR. 


Dick motioned the man to a seat at the table, 
and took a chair across from him. The former 
eyed the lad fiercely. 

“What is it you want?” 

“In the first place,’ said Dick, “I may as well 
introduce myself. I am Richard Stanley of the 
Lousville Star.” 

“A reporter?” exclaimed the officer. 

“Exactly; and I just want to tell you that any 
more funny business like you tried in the Ellison 
home the other night will bring the wrath of your 
superiors down on you. I’ll make it my business 
to see that they hear of it.” 

“My superiors?” echoed the man. “What do you 
mean?” 

“You wouldn’t have the nerve to try and tell me 
you are not an officer, would you?” asked Dick 
with a smile. 

“Why, I ” began the man, but Dick inter- 
rupted him with a wave of his hand. 
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“There is no use denying it,” he said. “I saw 
your badge through the window. Now, what is 
your name, and what do you want here?” 

“Well,” said the officer, “my name is Benton, and 
what I want are the two survivors of the Ellison- 
Spencer feud.” 

“I surmised as much,” said Dick. ‘Why don’t 
you go and get them, then?” 

“T’m waiting,’ said Benton, “until one or the 
other gets shot. Then I'll nab the other.” 

“T see. In other words, you are something of a 
vulture. You keep out of sight until a man gets 
killed and then swoop down.” 

“Look here,” said Benton, half rising, “I don’t 
like that kind of talk.” 

“T don’t care whether you like it or not. Your 
plan, then, is to give Ellison and Spencer enough 
rope to hang themselves?” 

“Exactly.” 

“And then what?” 

Benton looked at Dick long and earnestly. 

“Look here,’’ he said at last, “I believe you can 
help me. I’ve a notion to let you in on this.” 

“Explain,”’ said Dick briefly. 

“Well, it’s like this. Suppose Ellison kills Spen- 
cer, or Spencer kills Ellison. After all that has 
gone before, the state is bound to offer a reward 
for the survivor. Now I expect to be on hand 
when the shooting comes off and I’ll nab the victor. 
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Then [ll bring him to this cabin, tie him up and 
keep quiet for a while. As soon as the reward is 
offered, I'll produce him. Do you see?” 

“Yes, I see,’ replied Dick. “And where do I 
come in?” 

“Well, you can help. You can help me guard 
him for one thing, and then when it comes time 
to bring him to light you can write a nice account 
of how I captured him in the wilds of the moun- 
tains. What do you say?” 

“T say,” said Dick, rising, “that you are about the 
biggest scoundrel I have ever met. You are not 
only a vulture, but a sneak and traitor. You are 
even planning treachery to the state which hires and 
pays you.” 

Benton rose quickly, and, coming round the 
table, shook his finger in Dick’s face. 

“That’s enough of that from you,” he growled. 
“T won't stand any of that kind of talk from a 
cub reporter.” 

“You won't, eh?” said Dick pleasantly. ‘Then 
T'll tell you something else. I promise you right 
now that I'll spoil your game, and I’ll guarantee 
also that your badge will be taken from you within 
the month. I’ll show you up for what you are.” 

“You talk big,” exclaimed Benton, “but seem 
to forget that you are in my power.” 

“Do you think so?” asked Dick. 

“Tl show you.” 
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Benton stood between Dick and the cabin door. 
For the lad to pass out it was necessary for him 
to make Benton move. The officer took a step 
toward him. 

“I am going now,” said Dick. “Stand aside.” 

Benton grinned. 

“TI guess not,” he said. “I’ve got you where I 
want you.” 

“Again I warn you to stand aside,” Dick re- 
peated quietly. 

Instead, Benton moved toward him, his arms out- 
stretched to clutch his victim. 

Dick’s hand dropped quickly to his pocket, and 
his revolver glistened in the lamplight. 

“Get out of my way,’ he commanded. 

Benton took a step back, and as he did so Dick 
sprang forward. His fist caught the officer on the 
chin while the latter was still off his balance and 
the man reeled heavily against the door, which 
flew open beneath his weight. He tumbled to the 
ground on the outside. 

Dick leaped lightly over the prostrate form and 
started to run. 

But the lad had reckoned without one opponent. 
With a fierce growl Benton’s huge Newfoundland 
dog sprang after him. Dick heard the growl 
and whirled quickly in his tracks. The dog was 
almost upon him. 

“T hate to do it,” muttered the lad to himself. 
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He drew his revolver, and scarcely pausing to 
take aim, fired. 

There was a yelp of agony from the dog, and 
his spring stopped in midair. 

But he had already launched himself through 
space when Dick fired, and, though badly wounded, 
his body tumbled upon the lad, bearing him to the 
ground. Dick struck the earth with such force 
that his revolver was sent flying from his hand. 

Before he could regain his feet and recover the 
weapon Benton was upon him. 

Now Benton was a big man, and Dick was like 
a child in his powerful grasp. The officer pinioned 
the lad’s arms with one hand, and cuffed him fiercely 
with the other. 

“Shoot my dog, will you?” he exclaimed. 

He jerked the boy to his feet and hustled him 
back inside the cabin. There he flung him into a 
chair. 

“Now we shall see who’s who around here,” he 
said grimly. 

“You're on top right now, but you won’t be 
long,” said Dick quietly. 

Benton glared at him. 

“Tf I’m not back by morning you'll have the 
whole mountainside on your trail,’ Dick continued. 

“Think you can scare me, do you?” asked Benton. 

“Oh, no. I just left word that I was coming to 
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your cabin. When I don’t return and your absence 
is noticed I guess I'll get help all right.” 

It was plain to Dick that he had made an im- 
pression on Benton. 

“Look here, Stanley,” said the latter at length, 
“why can’t we work together on this case? You 
can help me, and I can help you.” 

“T doubt if you can do me much good,” said 
Dick. “But Pll tell you what I'll do. You let me 
go without further trouble and I'll promise to let 
you alone unless you get in my way. Also, I'll 
promise not to tell the sheriff at Jesse where you 
are.” 

Benton considered this for some moments. Evi- 
dently Dick’s story about expecting help had im- 
pressed him. 

“That’s a bargain,” he said at length. 

“One thing more,” continued Dick. ‘You'll have 
to keep away from the Ellison home. If I hear 
of your making trouble for any of the girls, PH 
tell what I know at once.” 

“T agree to that,” said Benton. 

“Good,” said Dick, rising from his chair; “then 
I'll be going.” 

“Hold on a minute,” said Benton, “there are 
other things I want to talk about. I have other 
things to say to you.” 

“And I have but one to say to you,” replied 
Dick. “Good night.” 
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He passed through the door and made his way 
toward the road. As he walked along he heard a 
slight moan, and turning, beheld the dog he had 
shot. 

“Poor fellow,” he said, and turned back. 

He approached, and picking the big animal up: 
tenderly, carried him back to the cabin. 

“Here is your dog,” he called to Benton. “I guess: 
he is pretty badly hurt. You had better fix him up.’”” 

“Oh, he’ll be all right, I guess,” said Benton, and 
made no move. 

Dick carried the dog inside the cabin and exam- 
ined his wound. Blood trickled from what ap-. 
peared to be a slight wound in his head. Dick took 
out his handkerchief, and wetting it, bathed the: 
wound. Then he tied it up as well as he could with: 
a towel he took from the back of a chair. 

“Y’m sorry I had to do it, old fellow;” he said. 

The dog licked his hand, and Dick patted the big” 
head gently. 

“T hope we are friends now,” he said. 

The dog wagged his tail. Dick told him good-bye 
and went out the door without another word to: 
Benton. 

He had some difficulty in finding the road again, 
but his sense of direction stood him in good stead 
and eventually he emerged from the woods. He 
walked along at a rapid gait and soon found himself. 
again in the little village. 
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“Wonder if they have missed Benton yet?’ be 
remarked to himself. 

He walked around to the lock-up. There was 
no one in sight, and things were just like they were 
when the lad left the town. The broken door lay 
on the board sidewalk in splinters. 

“Quite a town, this,” muttered the lad. “That 
wouldn’t be such a bad place to be locked up. Any 
time you wanted to get out all you would have 
to do is kick down the door. When they sleep here 
they must sleep. Benton made enough noise to 
awake the dead.” 

The lad hunted up his own house. 

“Might as well go to bed,” he told himself. 

He produced his watch and glanced at it, the 
moonlight permitting him to see. 

“Great Scott!” he exclaimed. “One o’clock! and 
I shall have to be up at seven!’ 

He tried the door to the house where he had 
engaged a room and found it locked. 

“Now what do you think of that?” he mur- 
mured. 

His room was on the first floor in the rear of the 
house. 

“Maybe I can get in the window,” he said. 

He walked round the house and tried the window 
to his room. He opened it, easily enough, but it 
went up noisily. 

Hardly had he scrambled through when his host 
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appeared in the door with a lighted candle in one 
hand and a revolver in the other. 

“What’s the matter?” he asked. 

“Nothing,” replied Dick. “I was just coming 
in, that’s all.” 

“You had better come in the door hereafter,” 
said the man. “You might get hurt.” 

“You had better leave the door open, then,” said 
Dick. “You might lose a boarder.” 

The man returned to his own room, and Dick 
tumbled into bed. 
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CHAPTER (Iv: 
THE FEUD GAINS RECRUITS. 


Earty the next morning, Dick, wandering here 
and there about the village, suddenly found him- 
self face to face with Billy Ellison. 

“Good morning, Billy,” he said politely. 

Billy scowled, said nothing, and passed on. 

“Oh, well, if that’s the way you feel about it,” 
said Dick to himself. 

He continued his walk, and not five minutes 
later encountered John Spencer. The latter nodded, 
and would also have passed on, had not Dick inter- 
cepted him. 

“Just a word,” said Dick. “Billy Ellison is in 
town. I thought I would warn you to be on your 
guard.” 

“Thanks,” responded John briefly, and continued 
on his way. 

“Something is going to happen,” said Dick to 
himself. “I’d better move along that way myself.” 

He walked slowly in the direction taken by John 
Spencer. 
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Further down the main street of the town John 
was joined by several other young men whom he 
greeted warmly, and they all walked along together. 

And then, suddenly, Dick came to a halt. 

For, down a little side street, also with several 
companions, came Billy Ellison. 

“Good night,” said Dick to himself, “here is 
where it happens.” 

He sought the shelter of a nearby fence, around 
which he peered carefully. 

The feudists saw each other at about the same 
moment, and both came to a pause. The friends 
of both, fully aware of the enmity between them, 
scattered suddenly and ran for safety. 

But they were not quick enough. 

Billy and John brought their rifles to their shoul- 
ders simultaneously, and as each was afraid that 
the other would shoot first, both fired without tak- 
ing careful aim and each shot went wide of its 
mark. 

One of Billy’s companions fell to the ground with 
a bullet in his knee, and the one who had been closest 
to John also tumbled over. As soon as they had 
fired, both lads disappeared in nearby doorways.. 
The two who were injured lay upon the ground, 
and no one ventured forth to pick them up. 

A cry of anger went up from both factions and 
revolvers flashed in the hands of all. One of Billy’s 
companions showed himself for a moment, and a 
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revolver cracked from the other side. Billy’s com- 
panion dodged back to his shelter hastily. 

“Great Scott!” muttered Dick to himself. “This 
gives promise of a pitched battle. Il have to lie 
low.” 

Occasional shots sounded now, as a member of 
one of the rival factions was so indiscreet as to 
show himself. From the windows of nearby houses 
faces showed momentarily, giving evidence that the 
battle had its witnesses. 

For half an hour the two factions stood in the 
relative positions. 

“They won't stay there long,” said Dick to him- 
self. “One side or the other will make a move.” 

He was right. It was Billy’s side that took the 
initiative. They suddenly broke from their shelter 
and dashed up the street, away from their foes, and 
slid quickly around the next corner. The others did 
not realize this ruse for a moment, and when they 
stepped forth and took flying shots at Billy’s faction 
it was too late. 

John, who was plainly looked upon as the leader 
of his side, marshaled his companions in the middle 
of the street, and they turned in Billy’s direction, 
thinking that Billy’s faction would come that way 
and seek to take them off their guard. 

And this was Billy’s plan. 

Dick, looking down the side street that would 
be almost the center of the battle field should Billy 
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and his companions come from the other direction, 
gave an exclamation of alarm. 

Down the street, utterly unconscious of their 
danger, came Carrie, Shirley and Mabel. They were 
walking slowly and laughing. And just as they 
came to Main street and started to cross, Billy and 
his companions came into view beyond them. 

The girls were caught right in the middle of the 
two factions. 

Dick sprang from his place of concealment, and, 
unmindful of his own danger—he was directly in the 
line of fire—called out sharply: 

“Down, quick!” 

The girls glanced at him, but they did not make 
out the import of his words, and they waved him a 
greeting. 

A volley of shots rang out and bullets whistled 
over the girls’ heads and all about them. By a 
miracle they were untouched. 

“Down, quick!’ called Dick again. 

This time the girls understood him, and dropped 
quickly to the ground. 

The first volley had been fired before either fac- 
tion became fully aware of the presence of the three 
girls in the line of fire, and there were no more 
shots. 

“Get out of the way, Carrie!” called Billy. 

Each man stood with levelled weapon, waiting 


120 THE BLUE GRASS SEMINARY GIRLS 


for the girls to move out of the way, when the firing 
would begin afresh. 

“Get out of the way there!” roared Billy again. 

Shirley and Mabel, stooping low, ran out of dan- 
‘ger as fast as they could, but Carrie stood her 
ground firmly. 

From her place between the two factions she 
called out in a clear, strong voice: 

“This must stop! Ill not move a foot until you 
put away your weapons!” 

Angry cries came from both sides. 

Seeing Carrie standing there alone, Shirley ran 
back to her side, and Mabel followed her chum. 
There, between two rows of revolvers and rifles, 
the girls stood calmly. 

Parties - 

It was John’s voice this time. 

“Get out of the way. We may as well settle this 
thing right here!” 

But the girls refused to budge. 

Carrie advanced toward her brother and Mabel 
and Shirley went the other way. All three realized 
that while they were directly in the line of fire the 
firing would not be resumed; and each was deter- 
mined to maintain her position. 

“Billy,” pleaded Carrie, with tears in her eyes, 
“please don’t fight any more.” 

“Carrie,” said Billy sternly, “you get away from 
here immediately. 
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“T won't do it,” answered the girl defiantly. 

Billy seized her by the arm. 

“Get out of the way,” he said roughly. “We are 
going to settle this thing right here.” 

Carrie hung back, and, try as he would, Billy 
could not get her out of the way without being 
rough. He turned to his companions. 

“I’m sorry this has happened, fellows,” he said 
quietly, “but I can’t help it. And we can’t fight 
with the girls here.” 

“That’s right, Bill,’ said one of the others. “We 
shall have to postpone it until some future date. 
But we are all with you from this time on, and we’ll 
settle that Spencer crowd.” 

“Thanks,” said Billy. “But what shall we do? 
We can’t run.” 

“We'll just walk up the street,” said one. “Let 
’em think what they please. There will be another 
time.” 

“T guess you are right,” said Billy. ‘Come on, 
fellows.” 

The six walked silently around the corner, where 
they disbanded. 

No sooner had they gone than Spencer’s followers 
broke up also. John approached Shirley and Mabel. 

“T am sorry you girls got in the way,” he said 
quietly. “This thing has to be settled sooner or 
later, and we might just as well have had it over 
now.” 
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“But why should you fight?’ said Shirley. 
“Surely the matter can be settled peaceably.” 

“T am afraid it is too late now.” And John spoke 
soberly. “A few days ago it might have been; but 
not now.” 

He slung his rifle over his shoulder and walked 
down the road. Dick came running up to the two 
girls, and Carrie approached a few moments later. 

“You are all brave girls,” said Dick enthusiasti- 
cally. “I never saw a more noble action. Why, you 
took your lives in your hands.” 

“We were perfectly safe,’ declared Carrie. 
“They wouldn’t shoot while we were in front of 
them.” 

“TI wasn’t so sure of that,” said Dick. ‘Of course 
I knew they wouldn’t shoot while in their proper 
senses, but they were all so angry that I didn't 
know what might happen.” 

“Tell me,” said Shirley, “how is it that the others 
took sides ?” 

Dick explained the shooting of the two youths. 

“Then the feud will be more serious than be- 
fore,” said Carrie, greatly frightened and unhappy. 

“I am afraid you are right,” agreed Dick. “Some- 
thing must be done to stop it.” 

“But what can be done?” inquired the three girls. 

“I believe I have a plan,’’ and Dick looked wise. 

“What is it?” asked Carrie eagerly. 
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“T haven’t perfected it yet,” said Dick, “but I 
may need the assistance of all of you.” 

“We will surely help,” said Mabel. “We'll do 
almost anything to put an end to this feud.” 

“Well, Pll see what can be done,” said Dick. 
“Can you meet me here this afternoon about three 
o’clock ?” 

“Yes,” each one agreed. 

“Good; then I shall be waiting for you right here. 
You had better try and get Billy to stay in the 
house the rest of the day.” 

“Tl try,” and Carrie’s eyes filled with tears. 

“Allright. Now I must go and perfect the details 
of my plans.” 

Dick raised his hat, and was gone. 

“T wonder what his plan is?” asked Carrie. 

“T don’t know,” Shirley answered, “but I believe 
it is a good one. Dick is very resourceful, isn’t he, 
Mabel?” 

“He is indeed. He has shown it more than once.” 

“Well, let’s go home,” said Carrie. “We must 
get dinner out of the way so we can be back here 
at three o’clock.”’ 

They turned their faces homeward. 
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CHAPTER XV. & 
DICK TRIES HIS HAND. 


THE girls were at the appointed spot that after. 
noon at three o’clock. Dick had not arrived when 
they reached there, but he came up a few moments 
later, and with him was another young man. 

“This,” said Dick, introducing his companion 
with a flourish, “is Sheriff Johnson, and he is just 
as anxious as the rest of us to see an end to this 
feud.” 

“T have met Miss Ellison,” said the sheriff. 

He bowed to the other girls. 

“Why haven’t you ended this feud long ago?” 
Shirley asked of the sheriff. “Surely it is within 
your power to arrest either of them?” 

“Tt is and it.isn’t,” was the sheriff’s reply. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Fle means,” replied Dick, “that while he may 
have the authority to do it, he isn’t sure that he has 
the physical prowess.” 

“You mean he is afraid to try it?” And Shirley 
spoke with emphasis. 
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“No, that ain’t it exactly,’ replied the sheriff, 
scratching his head, “but I ain’t exactly a fool, 
either. I don’t see no reason for me gettin’ mixed 
up in this business.” 

“But your duty: ” began Shirley. 

“Duty nothin’,” said the sheriff. “It ain’t my 
duty to get killed, is it?” 

In spite of herself Shirley was forced to smile. 
The sheriff noticed her smile, and his face turned 
a dull red. 

“T know you think I am a coward,” he said, “but 
I ain’t exactly that. But what’s the use of my ar- 
restin’ either o’ them when I couldn’t hang onto 
"em ?”’ 

“But the jail ” began Shirley. 

“Rats!” said the sheriff with emphasis. “The 
hermit kicked the door to that out last night and 
escaped.” 

This was the first Shirley had heard of Benton’s 
escape, and she was much surprised. 

“The hermit gone?” she exclaimed. 

“Yes, he’s gone all right,” replied Dick. 

“Never mind the hermit,” interposed Carrie. 
She turned to Dick. “You said you had a plan to 
end this feud, and that you might need our help. 
What is it?” 

“Well,”’ said Dick slowly, “the sheriff and I have 
a scheme. It may work and it may not, but we are 
determined to try it.” 
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“What is it?” asked Mabel. 

Dick looked at the sheriff. 

“You explain,” he said. 

“Tell ’em yourself,” said the sheriff. “You're a 
smoother talker than I am.” 

“The plan,” said Dick, “is to capture one or the 
other of them and take him to Barboursville for 
safe keeping until he agrees to call off the feud.” 

“But how to capture him, that’s the question,” 
said Shirley. “Billy will fight, you know.” 

“And so will John,” put in Carrie. 

“Then we shall have to nab one of them when 
he isn’t looking. That is my plan. Now the ques- 
tion is which will be the easier to gather in.” 

“T should say John,” said Mabel. 

“That's where I think you are wrong,” drawled 
the sheriff. 

“Why ?” 

“Because you are living at Billy’s house.” 

“Which is the reason we want your help,” inter- 
posed Dick, looking at the girls. 

“Well, explain your plan,” said Shirley, somewhat 
impatiently. “You can count on us, of course.” 

“What I want you to do, then,” said Billy, “is 
first to make five masks, black or white, and fix 
up five sheets so we can wear them over our other 
clothes.” 

“What’s that for?’ asked Mabel. 

“So that Billy will not know who we are; and 
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also so that we can make use of you girls. When 
he sees us all wearing long white gowns he will 
not suspect your part in the plot.” 

“T see,” said Shirley. “But go on.” 

“Well, then, after Billy has gone to bed, you 
must make sure that he has no weapon. You can 
do that?” turning to Carrie. 

Carrie nodded in assent. 

“Good. Then you must toss two of the sheets 
and two of the masks out of the window, and come 
downstairs after donning the others. Then we'll 
all go up together and take Billy in charge. Five 
of us with levelled revolvers should be able to over- 
awe him. Have all of you revolvers?” 

Shirley and Mabel nodded. 

“T’ll appropriate Billy’s,” said Carrie. 

“Good,” said Dick. 

“And how will you get Billy to Barboursville?” 
asked Shirley. 

“Buggy,” said Dick briefly. “We'll tie him in.” 

“And when shall we put this plan into execu- 
tion?” asked Shirley. 

“Tt depends on how long it takes you girls to 
make the masks and gowns,” was Billy’s reply. 

“We can have them ready by to-night,” said Car- 
rie eagerly. 

“The sooner the better. Will to-night suit you, 
sheriff?” 
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“T say the sooner the better, too,” declared the 
sheriff. 

“All right then, it is settled,” said Dick. “Look 
for us about 11 o'clock,” he said, turning to Carrie. 
“Now you had better get home and start to work. 
But if anything should go wrong, just stick your 
head out the window at 11 o’clock and whistle.” 

The girls nodded their understanding of this, and 
a moment later took their departure, while Dick and 
the sheriff walked back to the latter’s little office. 

The girls worked hard all afternoon, and before 
supper had everything in readiness. The making 
of the masks was considerable trouble, but the gowns 
were very simple. It was necessary only to fix the 
sheets so they would slip over the head. 

Billy went out a while after supper, but returned 
about 9 o’clock and went at once to his room. Going 
quietly upstairs an hour later, Carrie made sure 
that he was sleeping. Then she slipped into hi§ 
room and appropriated his rifle and revolver, which 
she carried downstairs. 

The three girls were very nervous, for they knew 
that if Billy should discover their identity when the 
time for action came he would be very angry. 

“T don’t know what he would do to me,” said 
Carrie, “but saving his life is worth running the 
risk.” 

Eleven o’clock at last and Carrie gently raised 
the window. Outside stood two silent figures. 
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Quickly she threw out the two gowns and the two 
masks, and the girls slipped into their own costumes. 
Then Carrie opened the door and Dick and the 
sheriff stepped quietly into the house. 

“Lead the way upstairs,” said Dick. 

Carrie obeyed, and the five slipped quietly into 
Billy's room. The latter, fully dressed—for he 
did not know when he might have to jump up sud- 
denly—was fast asleep. 

“Cover him with your revolvers,” ordered Dick 
in a hoarse whisper. 

The others obeyed, and stepping back a few paces 
Dick called in a hoarse voice. 

“Bill Ellison! Wake up!” 

Billy was awake in an instant, and jumped from 
the bed. Then he started back with a cry at the 
sight of the five white figures that surrounded him, 
each with a revolver levelled at him in a steady hand. 

“What do you want with me?” he demanded in 
a steady voice, though the sight was enough to 
shake the nerve of the boldest. 

“We have come to take you away,” said Dick in 
a hoarse voice. 

“Take me away!” exclaimed Billy in alarm. 
“What for, and where to?” 

“That,” said Dick, still in a hoarse voice, “is out 
business. Are you ready?” 

“No,” cried Billy, “I’m not ready.” 
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He took a sudden step forward, but the revolvers 
came to bear on him again and he paused. 

“Well, I guess you’ve got me,” he exclaimed. 
He looked at each white figure earnestly. ‘Which 
one of you is John Spencer?” he asked in a hard 
voice. 

No one answered this question and Billy began 
to storm angrily. 

“So this is the way you fight, John Spencer! 
You are afraid to fight in the open. Well, my time 
will come.” 

“Silence,’’ said Dick as he motioned to Mabel 
and Shirley. “Lead the way down the steps. We 
shall follow with the prisoner.” 

Slowly the girls obeyed and Dick, with the barrel 
of his revolver, motioned for Billy to follow. This 
the latter did, though with bad grace, and Dick, the 
sheriff and Carrie brought up the rear. 

Outside the house they went in the same order, 
and there Billy beheld a horse and buggy. 

“Wonder where the girls are?” he muttered to 
himself as he was pushed along. 

Under the mouths of five revolvers he climbed 
into the buggy. © 

“Tie him up,” came Dick’s command. 

The sheriff hastened to obey, and soon the boy 
was securely bound. 

Dick turned to the three girls. 

“You wait here until we are out of sight,” he 
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instructed them, so that Billy could hear, ‘‘and then 
you can go.” 

The girls nodded that they understood. 

The sheriff climbed into the front seat of the 
buggy and took up the reins, and Dick clambered 
in alongside the prisoner. 

“All right, let’s go,” said Dick. 

Sheriff Johnson touched the horse with the whip, 
and they started away at a rapid trot. 

Half a mile down the road Dick called a halt. 

“We might as well dispose of these costumes,”’ 
he said to the sheriff. They pulled them off and 
stood revealed to Billy in their true identities. 

“Sheriff Johnson!” exclaimed Billy. 

“Right,” replied the sheriff briefly. 

“Tll pay you for this,” said Billy. 

Dick had now discarded his disguise and again 
Billy uttered an exclamation of surprise. 

“Dick Stanley! I'll get even for this! You see 
if I don’t.” 

Dick smiled pleasantly. 

“Not for some time, I guess,” he said. “You 
are due for quite a spell behind the bars.” 

“Where are you taking me?” 

“Barboursville,” replied Dick briefly. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 
MIDNIGHT CALLERS. 


As soon as the horse and buggy was out of sight 
down the road the three girls returned to the house, 
where, before retiring, they sat down to talk. 

“T hope nothing goes wrong,” declared Shirley. 

“So do I,” said Mabel. “But how long will they 
keep Billy in Barboursville?” 

“Until he agrees to end the feud, I suppose,” re- 
plied Shirley. 

“Well, I hope he never finds out the part I 
played in his capture,’ exclaimed Carrie. “He 
would be terribly angry.” 

“There’s no reason why he should find out,” said 
Mabel. “None of us will tell him, and I don’t think 
you will.” 

“T should say.not!’’ ejaculated Carrie. 

“Well,” said Shirley, “I guess we might as well 
get some sleep.” 

She arose and the others followed suit; but just 
as Carrie was about to put out the parlor light, there 
was a heavy tread on the front porch, followed a 
moment later by a sharp knock at the door. 
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“Good gracious!” exclaimed Carrie. “Who can 
that be, at such an hour?” 

“Maybe it is Dick or the sheriff come back,” 
suggested Mabel. 

“We'll find out,” said Shirley quietly. She ap- 
proached the door and called out: ‘Who’s there?” 

There was no response to this question, but a 
moment later there was a louder and sharper knock 
on the door and the sound of other footsteps as they 
ascended the porch. Then a husky voice ordered: 

“Open the door!” 

“What do you want?’ demanded Shirley firmly, 
although her heart fluttered nervously. 

“We want Bill,” came the voice. 

Shirley breathed a trifle easier. 

“Billy is not here,” she replied. 

There was the sound of subdued voices without 
and then came another command to open the door. 

“But Billy is not here,” declared Shirley. 

“Where is he?’ came a voice through the door. 

“He went to Barboursville half an hour ago,” 
replied the girl. 

There was a laugh outside. 

“A likely story,” said the voice without. “We'll 
see for ourselves. Open the door or we'll break it 
down!” 

Shirley drew back and made no reply. 

“What shall we do?” she exclaimed, turning to 
Mabel and Carrie. 
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“I don’t know,” returned Carrie nervously. 
“What can they want with Billy?” 

“Unless I am much mistaken, it is probably some 
of the young men he had trouble with to-day,” said 
Shirley. “Shall we open the door and let them 
search the house?” 

“No, no,” cried Carrie in great alarm. 

“Then we won't,” declared Shirley. 

The door rattled sharply as a hand on the out- 
side shook the knob with violence. 

“If you don’t open the door immediately,” came 
a voice, “we'll break it down. We want Bill and 
we intend to get him.” 

Again Shirley approached the door. 

“T have told you Billy is not here,’ she said 
quietly. ‘Now the first one of you to set foot over 
this threshold will be shot. There are only three 
of us girls here, but we will protect ourselves.” 

There was a silence for a few minutes, and Shir- 
ley, putting her ear to the door, could make out 
the conversation of those without. 

“Maybe she’s telling the truth, Jim,” said one 
voice. “Maybe Bill has gone to Barboursville.” 

“Pooh!” said a second. ‘What would he want to 
go to Barboursville for at this hour of the night? 
No; they are simply trying to throw us off the track. 
Bill’s afraid to come out, that’s all.” 

“What'll we do?” 

“Break down the door and go in and get him.” 
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“All right. We're with you. Whatever you say 
goes.” 

Shirley stepped back from the door, and again it 
shook and rattled as those without tried to force the 
lock. Shirley glanced at Mabel and Carrie. 

“Are your revolvers ready?” she asked quietly. 

Her own weapon glistened in her hand. 

Carrie nodded. 

“T’m ready, Shirley,” said Mabel. 

Shirley stepped quickly to the little table in the 
center of the room and blew out the lamp. The 
room was plunged into inky darkness. 

“You two stand on that side of the door, as far 
back as possible,” said Shirley. “I'll stand over 
here.” 

Without a word the three girls took their posi- 
tions and became silent. 

The stout oak door held firmly beneath the kicks 
and blows rained upon it from the outside. Tiring 
of this at last, those on the outside drew back, and 
again there was silence. 

“Maybe they'll give it up,” called Mabel in a 
low whisper. 

“T don’t think so,” said Shirley. “They seem 
determined to get in.” 

Following a consultation outside, two of the at- 
tackers had left the porch, only to return a few 
moments later with a heavy log they had found 
nearby. All laid hold of this, and, using it as a bat- 
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tering ram, they brought it heavily against the door. 
Still the door held. Twice, three times was this 
battering ram brought into use, and then the door 
gave way with a crash. Then the attackers drew 
off. 

“Ready?” asked one. 

“They'll shoot when we go in,” protested a sec- 
ond. 

“Oh, no, they won't,” replied the first. “Tf the 
girls are alone in there they won't dare to shoot. 
And if we only have Bill to contend with we'll get 
him.” 

“All right, then. Come on.” 

The moon shone brightly without and stars twin- 
kled. The girls, standing in perfect darkness, were 
not visible to those without, but in the moonlight 
the doorway was plainly visible to the girls. A 
figure crossing the threshold would be an easy mark. 

And now the attackers came forward with a rush. 
All three girls took a sharp breath and held their 
revolvers ready. 

“Aim ‘See said Shirley. ‘We don’t want to kill 
any one.’ 

A figure suddenly appeared in the doorway, and 
Shirley’s revolver spoke. The figure tumbled over 
with a low cry. Mabel’s revolver cracked as a 
second dark figure came into view, and he too fell 
to the floor. A bullet from Carrie’s weapon laid a 
third low; and the others drew off. 
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Again a consultation was called on the outside, 
and then a solitary figure approached the door. He 
did not attempt to enter, however, but, standing a 
few feet outside, spoke. 

“Tf you will tell us where Bill is,” he said, “we 
will let you alone.” 

“T have told you,” replied Shirley quietly. “That’s 
the best I can do, but you don’t believe me.” 

“What did he go to Barboursville for?” was the 
next question. 

“Well,” said Shirley, “he didn’t want to go. The 
sheriff came and got him. I think he took him there 
for safe keeping.” 

“How long ago?” was the eager demand. 

“About an hour.” 

“Good,” was the reply. “I believe you. I wish 
you had told us all this at first. But we won't 
trouble you any more. Will you stand back while 
we drag our friends out?” 

“Don’t do it, Shirley!” cried Mabel. “It may be 
a trap.” 

“No, I assure you I am sincere,” came the voice. 
“Let us drag our friends out and we shall go away.” 

“All right,” said Shirley; “but hurry.” 

A moment later three figures appeared and laid 
hold of their wounded companions and dragged 
them out the door. All this time Shirley and her 
two friends stood with levelled weapons, ready to 
fire at the first sign of treachery. 
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Neither of the three was seriously hurt, all hav- 
ing been struck in the leg. Outside the door again 
the leader of the party called another consultation. 

“What’ll we do?” asked one. 

“What can we do?” asked a second. “The 
sheriff’s got him.” 

“And when he gets to Barboursville,” declared 
another, “we won’t have a chance to get hold of 
him.” 

“Perhaps we can overtake him,” said the leader. 

“By George! A good idea!’ said another. “We 
can have our horses ready in ten minutes. The 
chances are that Bill and the sheriff are in a rig of 
.some kind. We can catch them before they get 
to Barboursville.” 

“Come on then,” said one. ‘“Let’s get a move on. 
We'll get Jim, Tom and Harry home first. It'll 
only take a few minutes.” 

The girls had listened intently to this conversa- 
tion, and now heard the sound of retreating foot- 
steps, as the assailants took themselves away. 

Carrie relighted the lamp with trembling fingers. 

“They are bound to overtake the buggy,” she 
said fearfully. “What shall we do?” 

“Yes, and there are enough of them to overpower 
Dick and the sheriff,” declared Shirley. 

“We can prevent it,” said Mabel quietly. 

“How?” demanded Carrie and Shirley in a single 
voice. 
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“Well,” said Mabel, “I can take my motorcycle 
and overtake the buggy in an hour and a half. That 
will at least put them on their guard. Then they’ll 
be ready for them, or can drive the buggy from the 
road and hide.” 

“A good plan, and the only one, I guess,” said 
Shirley. ‘Now, Mabel, you stay here and I'll go.” 

“No,” protested Mabel. “It is my plan and I 
shall go.” 

Shirley looked at her chum anxiously. 

“Do you think you can do it?” she asked. 

“Of course I can do it. I know the road. We 
came that way and I guess I can get back.” 

“All right then. I shall wait here with Carrie.” 

Hastily Mabel slipped into her riding clothes, and 
the other girls assisted her to drag her motorcycle 
to the road. 

“You'll have a good start,’ said Shirley. “It 
will take the others a few minutes to get their 
horses, and unless you meet with some accident, 
it will be impossible for them to catch up with you.” 

Mabel examined her machine carefully. Came a 
loud ‘‘pop-pop, pop-pop,” as the engine began to 
roar, and a moment later Mabel was in the saddle 
speeding down the road. 

“Good luck!’ called the other two girls after 
her. 

Mabel waved her hand in reply, and then gave 
her attention to the road ahead. 


’ 
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CHAP TERAAVIL 
THROUGH THE NIGHT. 


Atonc the mountain road, bounded on either side 
by high hills covered with great trees and rocks, it 
was very dark, but the big searchlight on Mabel’s 
motorcycle lighted up the highway for some dis- 
tance ahead, and, in spite of the danger of striking 
some obstruction in the trail, she went along at a 
rapid gait. 

She knew, barring accidents, there was no chance 
of the horsemen who even now must have taken 
to the trail coming up with her before she overtook 
Dick and the others. 

“T hope nothing goes wrong, 
she sped along the road. 

But the girl was doomed to disappointment. 

Suddenly there was a loud explosion and the 
motorcycle began to bump unevenly along. It 
needed nothing more to tell the girl what was 
wrong. 

She cut off her motor, and, as the machine slowed 
down, jumped lightly to the ground. 
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she told herself as 
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“Puncture,” she said briefly. 

She stood the machine up by its brace in the 
middle of the road, and, detaching her headlight 
from the front, made a quick examination. The 
rear tire was flat. 

Quickly the girl unstrapped her tool box and set 
to work. 

“T can fix it in half an hour,” she told herself. 

She set to work with a vim. It took her a little 
longer than she had expected, for, in the dark, hav- 
ing only the searchlight, she was working under a 
handicap. But the puncture repaired, she brought 
out her pump and set vigorously to filling the tire. 

She had just completed this and was making ready 
to put away her tools, when, from down the road 
she had come, came the sound of galloping horses. 
Fifty yards back from where the girl stood was a 
sharp bend, and Mabel was unable to tell just how 
far behind the horsemen were. 

She thought quickly. Then, seizing the machine 
by the seat and handle bars, still holding some of 
the tools in her hand, she dashed as rapidly as she 
could into the shelter of the big trees to the left of 
the road. There she quickly muffled her searchlight 
so it would not betray her presence, and waited 
quietly for the horsemen to pass. 

They came round the bend a moment later and 
flashed by the girl’s hiding place; and as they passed 
she counted them. 
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“Six!” she said quietly. 

When the riders had disappeared from view down 
the road Mabel pushed her motorcycle to the high- 
way again, unmuffled her searchlight, replaced the 
tools, mounted, and sped after them. 

But now, she knew, her task was much harder 
than it had been before, because enemies were be- 
tween her and the ones she had set out to warn. The 
girl thought rapidly, trying to figure out some 
way by which she could again take the lead and 
reach the objects of her night ride before they could 
be taken by surprise by their foes. 

Above the noise of her machine as she rode along 
she could hear the galloping of horses in front. 
She kept just far enough behind to be out of sight. 
As she flashed by an open place in the road the 
moonlight streamed down, making it very light, and 
the girl glanced at her wrist watch. 

“My goodness,’ she exclaimed. “I have been 
gone more than an hour. I shall have to get through 
some way.” 

She thought rapidly again, and at last she re- 
solved upon a desperate chance, for she realized that 
in no other way could she carry her warning suc- 
cessfully. 

The road straightened out ahead of her, and far 
down it, but still too far for her searchlight to 
betray her, she could see the galloping horses. A 
notch at a time she increased her speed, until she 
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could see that she was gaining upon the horsemen 
rapidly. 

And at that moment the flare of the searchlight 
enveloped the riders, and as several turned back to 
see whence the sudden glow came, Mabel pressed 
the bulb of the horn on her machine and a shrill, 
sharp blast split the stillness of the night. 

The horn tooted loud and long as the girl sped 
after the horsemen, and as the searchlight grew 
brighter and brighter, the horsemen reined in and 
drew to the side of the road, as Mabel had expected 
them to do. . 

Now she was close upon them and the nearest 
man was able to catch a fleeting glimpse of her face. 
He cried out to his companions, but before any of 
them could move, the motorcycle flashed by, Mabel 
bending low over the handle bars. 

“Tt was one of the girls who are staying at the 
Ellison house,” shouted the man who had glimpsed 
Mabel’s face. 

He drew his revolver quickly and fired a shot 
after the girl; but she was out of range before he 
even drew. Now she flashed around another bend 
in the road and was lost to sight. 

“She’s gone to warn the sheriff,” said a second 
of the riders. 

“Well, it won’t do much good,” said another. 
“There is only Bill and the sheriff, and there are 
six of us.” 
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“Don't forget the girl,” said another. 

“Oh, she’ll keep out of the way,” was the reply. 
“She’d better. If she doesn’t she is likely to get 
hurt.” 

“And if she should get hurt,” said another, “we'd 
have the whole mountainside after us.” 

“TI guess not,” was the reply. “Nobody would 
know who did it.” 

They continued on their way at a furious gallop. 

Mabel, once out of range from a possible shot 
from the rear, slackened her speed somewhat, and 
went along at a more leisurely gait, for she did not 
wish to be delayed by a second accident. She kept 
her eyes strained ahead, seeking to make out that 
which she sought. 

And at last, she felt sure, she saw a buggy ahead. 

She increased her speed a trifle once more and 
came close enough to see that she was right. Then 
she honked her horn, and the buggy, which had 
been going slowly along, came to a halt. Mabel 
was alongside a moment later. 

Dick was the first to recognize her as she leaped to 
the ground alongside the buggy, and he cried out in 
amazement. 

“Miss Ashton! What are you doing here?” 

Mabel explained in as few words as possible, and 
Dick, the sheriff and Billy all grew anxious. 

“How far back are they?” demanded Dick. 

“Not far.’ was the reply. ‘Perhaps a mile.” 
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“If I had a gun,” said Billy, “I wouldn’t mind. 
Sheriff, are you going to keep me tied up like this?” 

The sheriff looked at Dick. 

“What do you think about it?” he asked. 

Dick turned to Billy. 

“Billy,” he said, “if we release you and give you 
a gun, will you promise to surrender to us again 
the moment we are safe?” 

Billy considered this point for some moments. 

“Do say yes, Billy,” urged Mabel eagerly. 

“Well, all right then,” said young Ellison. “T 
promise.” 

“Good!” said the sheriff, and hastened to unbind 
the boy. 

From the rear of the buggy Dick produced two 
rifles, one of which he passed to Billy. The other 
he gave to the sheriff. Then, from his pocket, he 
pulled his automatic. 

“Have you a revolver?” he asked of Mabel. 

The girl shook her head. 

“In my haste I forgot mine,” she said. 

“Then,” said Dick, “you get to the side of the 
road there,’ pointing. ‘We'll keep the buggy here 
as a sort of barrier,” he added, “but we’ll get the 
horse to safety.” 

He unhitched the animal quickly and led him 
in among the trees, where he told Mabel to hold 
him. 
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“He’s liable to get frightened and run away,” he 
explained. 

Mabel’s motorcycle also was taken to safety, and 
in the darkness of the great trees, the girl stood 
waiting, while, in the road, behind the little buggy, 
stood Sheriff Johnson, Billy and Dick, awaiting the 
approach of the enemy. 

All grew very silent, listening. A few moments 
later the sound of galloping was borne to their ears 
by a fresh wind that now sprang up. Billy and the 
sheriff took time to examine their rifles carefully 
and Dick opened and shut the chamber of his auto- 
matic with an emphatic click. 

Mabel, alone with the horse, began to tremble as 
the sound of hoofbeats came closer. 

“We won’t wait for them to fire,” said the sheriff 
quietly. “The minute they come into sight try and 
pick ’em off, Bill.” 

Billy nodded. 

“Tl take the one on the right, and you the one 
on the left,” he said. 

“And Pll do no shooting until I am sure they 
are in range of my gun,” said Dick. “So if you 
miss one and he gets too close I'll pick him off.” 

And then, from around the curve, came a hoarse 
command : 

“Whoa!” 

The galloping horses came to an abrupt pause. 

“What on earth is the matter with them?” de- 
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manded Dick anxiously. “Do you suppose they 
have discovered our presence?” 

“T don’t see how,” replied the sheriff. 

“Neither do I,” said Billy. 

“T don’t ” began Dick, and then suddenly 
paused. 

“They have discovered us all right,” he added, 
“and there is the cause.” 

The others followed the direction of his finger 
toward where Mabel stood. And there, still glow- 
ing brightly, was the searchlight on her motorcycle, 
and it was pointed directly toward where the horse- 
men had stopped. 

“No wonder they have discovered us,” said Dick. 
He called to Mabel. “Put out that light.” 

Quickly the girl leaped to obey, berating herself 
soundly for not thinking of this important matter 
sooner. 

“Well, it can’t be helped now,” said Dick quietly. 
“And I guess we might as well stay here as any 
place else. If we were to try to get from behind 
this buggy now, the chances are that they would 
pick us off. No, we'll have to do our fighting from 
here.” 

“You are right,” said the sheriff. 

Billy also nodded his approval of this plan. 

“They can’t see us any better than we can see 
them,” continued Dick. “Just keep out of sight 
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as much as possible, but whenever one of them 
shows himself, try and pick him off.” 

For perhaps five minutes there was silence. Cau- 
tiously Dick poked his head around the edge of the 
buggy. 

Came a sharp report, a flash of fire from the 
distance, and Dick’s hat leaped from his head. The 
Jad drew back quickly. 

“Close call, that!” he said quietly. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 
THE STRUGGLE IN THE DARK. 


SHERIFF JOHNSON brought his rifle quickly to his 
shoulder and fired in the direction from which had 
come the flash. His effort was rewarded by a yell. 

“Must have got one of them,” he said. 

Mabel heard the yell and trembled. 

From different parts of the woods now came other 
flashes, and bullets struck the buggy. They came so 
closely together that the occupants were fearful to 
leave their retreat to return the fire. 

“This won’t do,” said Dick. 

There came a lull in the firing, and Dick leaped 
quickly from the buggy. His movement brought a 
volley of shots, but he was not hit. The lad crawled 
beneath the buggy. 

There, in the darkness, he could not be seen. 
He waited patiently and his patience was soon re- 
warded. One of the foe fired again at the buggy, 
and Dick’s revolver spoke a moment later. He 
had fired at the flash of the other’s rifle. 

There came a groan from the distance. 

“Two,” said Dick briefly. 
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And now Mabel took a hand in the struggle. 

She drew a match from her pocket—she always 
carried matches when motorcycling—and, under 
cover of a clump of bushes, lighted the searchlight, 
which she had detached from the front of her 
machine. She held the lighted lamp behind her, 
waiting. 

Suddenly she flashed it across the woods. The 
glare lighted up the woods and road for a consid- 
erable distance, and by it Dick caught sight of a 
figure trying to dodge hastily behind a tree. Again 
the lad’s revolver spoke, and the man toppled to the 
ground. 

Billy had looked out from the buggy at the mo- 
ment Mabel flashed the light, and thus had been 
able to pick off another. 

“That’s four!” he called. 

“Right,” said Dick. “Only two left.” 

But the foe had now lost all appetite for the fight. 
For a moment there was silence, and then came the 
sound of hoofbeats as they made off down the road. 

The victors raised a cheer. 

“T guess we are all right now,” said Dick. 

“Look out!” cried Sheriff Johnson. “It may be 
a trap to lure us into the open.” 

Dick scrambled hastily back under the buggy. 
But there was not another shot from the foe, and, 
after waiting a few minutes, Dick emerged from 
his retreat again. 
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“T guess they have gone all right,” he said. 

The others joined him. Together they walked 
toward that part of the woods where the enemy 
had been concealed, and looked about carefully. 

“T guess none of them were badly hurt,” said 
Dick. “They’ve all gone anyhow.” 

He led the horse from the shelter of the trees 
and hitched him to the buggy. The sheriff turned 
to Billy. 

“Tl have to ask you for that rifle now,” he said 
quietly. 

For a moment the boy hesitated, and then he 
gave the weapon to the sheriff. 

“Guess I won’t tie you up this time,” said the 
sheriff. “TI don’t think you'll get away with young 
Stanley sitting beside you with a revolver.” 

The sheriff took his place in the front seat, and 
Dick clambered up in the rear again. He turned to 
Mabel. 

“You mount your motorcycle and ride along 
with us,” he said. 

“No,” said Mabel, “I shall go back now.” 

“But,” protested Dick, “you are likely to bump 
into some of those fellows and it might fare badly 
with you.” 

“Oh, I guess not,” replied the girl, “I'll stay a 
respectable distance behind them. Besides, it is a 
long way to Barboursville, and I want to get home.” 

“All right then, have your own way,” said Dick. 
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“But here, take this revolver. It may come in 
handy.” 

He passed the weapon to her, and the girl took 
it with a word of thanks. Then she mounted and 
trode back along the road she had come. 

“That’s a brave girl, if you ask me,” said the 
sheriff, as he whipped up the horse and the buggy 
began to move. 

“She is indeed,” agreed Dick. “She'll get back 
all right. You may be sure of that.” 

“There is no doubt about it,” said the sheriff. 

Mabel rode along slowly, with a wary eye for 
figures ahead. She determined to stay behind and 
not try to break through. After perhaps half an 
hour, rounding a bend in the road, she saw them 
ahead of her. They were riding along slowly. 
Mabel dismounted and extinguished her search- 
light, so that it might not betray her presence. Then, 
mounting again, she continued slowly. 

A few minutes later the men in front halted their 
horses, dismounted, and sat down beside the road. 
Mabel also halted, and sat down, waiting for them 
to move on again. But they did not move. 

For perhaps an hour the girl waited patiently, 
and then, as they showed no indication of going 
on, she grew impatient. 

“I guess I shall have to try and get through 
them,” she said. 

Quickly she mounted, and, not lighting her search- 
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light, bore down toward them at top speed. She 
had closed her muffler and the machine sped on 
very quietly. 

She was upon the men almost before they knew 
it, but just as she came even with them one sprang 
to his feet, and, drawing a revolver quickly, fired. 

Mabel was untouched, but the machine began to 
bump unevenly along. Going at such speed this 
bumping almost threw the girl off her balance. But 
she retained her presence of mind, and with a firm 
hand on the bars steadied the motorcycle and sped 
on. 

She was out of range now, but she realized that 
the others would be after her in an instant, and 
that 1f she stopped and took time to repair the 
damage to the machine they would surely overtake 
her. So, slackening the speed of the machine only 
a trifle, she rode along on a flat tire, and at last, 
after what seemed to Mabel like hours of riding, 
she came into view of the Ellison home. Lightly 
she leaped from the saddle and then drew a breath 
of relief. 

She moved her machine to the porch and tapped 
lightly on the broken door, which the girls had 
closed while she was gone. 

“Who’s there?” came Shirley’s voice from within. 

“Tt is I, Mabel,” she replied. 

There was the sound of furniture being moved, 
and a moment later the door opened. Mabel stag- 
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gered inside, and then tumbled over into Shirley’s 
arms. The excitement had been too much for her 
and she had fainted. 

Shirley laid Mabel gently on a couch, while Car- 
rie hurried for water. Shirley bathed her friend’s 
face, and soon the latter’s eyes opened. 

“Are you hurt, Mabel?” asked Shirley anxiously. 

Mabel shook her head slowly. 

“No,” she said, “I’m just tired, that’s all. I want 
to go to sleep.” 

Shirley and Carrie assisted Mabel upstairs and 
put her to bed. 

Suddenly the girl sat up in bed and said: 

“T forgot. They are on their way back. Hurry 
and bar the door!” 

“Who are on their way back?’ demanded Shirley. 

“The men who were here a while ago—the ones 
who went after Billy. They are coming back. Bar 
the door quick!” 

“T think she is a little out of her head,” said Car- 
rie softly. 

Mabel heard this remark, and jumped out of bed 
and started downstairs. Shirley and Carrie ran 
after her. : 

“Where are you going?’ they asked breathlessly. 

“T’m going to bar the door,” declared Mabel. 
“They will be here in a few minutes.” 

“Where are they now?” asked Shirley. 

“Down the road some place,’ said Mabel, mak- 
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ing a sweeping gesture with her arm. “I don’t 
know how far, but they will be here directly.” 

“Well, you come on to bed,” said Shirley quietly, 
“and Carrie and I will bar the door and attend to 
them when they come.” 

With this Mabel was content, and she allowed 
herself to be put to bed, and in a moment she was 
fast asleep. 

“Poor Mabel!” said Shirley. “It has been too 
much for her. She isn’t as strong as I am. I 
should not have allowed her to go.” 

“But do you suppose she was successful? Do 
you suppose she warned Billy?” 

“T don’t know. Still, I am sure she did, for I 
know her well enough to know she wouldn’t have 
come back till she did. But we can’t ask her now, 
for she is tired out. We shall have to wait until 
she awakes.” 

“But do you suppose there is any truth in her 
story about the others being on their way back? 
Or is she just overwrought?” 

“I’m sure I don’t know, but I believe we had 
better be on the safe side.” 

Shirley led the way downstairs and Carrie fol- 
lowed after her. Here they again closed the broken 
door, and piled chairs and tables and other furni- 
ture behind it. 

“They won’t get in without trouble if they do 
come,” said Carrie. 
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Then the two girls sat down to wait. 

After some minutes Shirley looked at her watch. 

“My goodness!” she exclaimed. “It’s almost four 
o'clock. It will be daylight soon.” 

“They won’t bother us after daylight,” said Car- 
rie positively. 

“T don’t think they will bother us again, any- 
how,” declared Shirley, “but it is best to be pre- 
pared.” 

For a long time the girls sat there in silence. The 
first faint streak of gray appeared in the eastern sky, 
and still the returning riders had not come into sight. 

Carrie arose and extinguished the light. 

“T guess they must have turned off some place,” 
she said. 

Five minutes later, however, they heard hoof- 
_ beats, and approaching the window the two girls 
made out the forms of horsemen approaching. 

“Six of them,” said Shirley. ‘Perhaps they 
didn’t overtake Billy and the others.” 

“But see,” said Carrie, “some of them wear band- 
ages. There must have been a fight.” 

The riders were now almost opposite the house. 

“T wonder if they'll stop?” said Carrie. 

“T don’t think so,” declared Shirley. 

And she was right. The leader paused for a 
moment, and glanced at the house; then, with a 
word to the others, rode on. 

“We can go to bed now,” said Shirley quietly. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 
BILLY GETS AWAY. 


For perhaps half an hour after Sheriff Johnson 
had started the horse, following their struggle with 
the enemy, Billy sat silently thinking. Dick tried 
to strike up a converstion with him, but Billy ignored 
his remark. 

“Well,” said Dick, finally, “if you won’t talk 
all right. I was trying to help you out a bit, but 
you seem to still have it in for me.” 

“And why wouldn’t I have it in for you?” de- 
manded Billy, at last breaking his silence. “I am 
willing to bet that it was you who suggested taking 
me to Barboursville.” 

“Well, you are right, there,” agreed Dick. “But 
you should be thankful for that. Spencer would 
probably get you sooner or later.” 

“You think so, do you?’ said Billy angrily. 
“He’s perfectly welcome to try. I guess I can take 
care of myself.” 

“And who would take care of your sister if 
Spencer did get you?” asked Dick quietly. 
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Dick glared at him angrily in the darkness. 
Plainly this shot had gone home, but Billy was not 
willing to admit it. 

“That’s none of your business,” he said shortly. 

“Oh, all right,” said Dick, and lapsed into silence. 

The buggy continued to jolt over the rough road. 
For perhaps fifteen minutes more Billy brooded in 
silence. Then, suddenly, he sat straight up. Dick 
glanced at him curiously, but said nothing. Billy 
jumped suddenly to his feet, and Dick, realizing the 
other’s purpose, rose quickly and grappled with him. 

But Billy was too quick for him. He hurled Dick 
back to his side of the buggy with a blow of his 
fist and leaped lightly over the wheel to the road. 
He fell sprawling, but was up in a moment and had 
disappeared in the darkness. 

As Dick grappled with Billy he cried out, and 
Sheriff Johnson, realizing that something was 
wrong, tightened the reins and cried: 

“Whoa!” 

But by the time the sheriff had stopped the horse 
Billy was gone. 

“After him!” cried Dick, and leaped to the 
ground. 

Leaving the horses to take care of themselves, 
the sheriff followed him, and both dashed down the 
road in the direction Billy had disappeared. After 
running possibly a hundred yards Dick made out 
the figure of the fugitive dashing ahead of him. 
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“Halt! Halt or I'll fire!” he cried. 

It was apparent that Billy had heard this com- 
mand, for, instead of halting, he turned abruptly, 
and leaving the road, disappeared among the big 
trees that lined the road side, with Dick and the 
sheriff after him. 

For some minutes they ran on, and then Dick 
came to a stop. 

“It’s no use,” he said glumly; “he’s gone.” 

The sheriff turned upon him angrily. 

“You're a fine guard, you are,’ he exclaimed. 
“What did you let him get away for?” 

“Think I did it on purpose?” demanded Dick 
hotly. “If you had stopped when I called we'd 
have got him.” 

“That so? What do you think I am, a magician? 
I stopped the horse as quick as I could. Why didn’t 
you shoot him in the leg?’ 

“What with?’ demanded Dick. 

“Where’s your gun?” 

“T gave it to Miss Ashton. Why didn’t you tie 
him up again?” 

“Why didn’t you tie him up yourself?” demanded 
the sheriff angrily. “I thought you were big enough 
to take care of him.” 

“Well, there is no use talking about it,” said 
Dick. “He’s gone, and that’s all there is to it. 
What are we going to do now?” 

“Ask me something easy,” replied the sheriff. 
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“How do I know what we are going to do? I guess 
the best thing we can do is to turn round and go 
back.” 

“T guess you are right,” said Dick. “Billy prob- 
ably will strike straight for home. Perhaps we 
can nab him again.” 

“You can nab him by yourself next time,” said 
the sheriff decisively. “It won’t be so easy. He'll 
be ready for us. No; I’m not going to interfere in 
this business again unless somebody gets shot and 
I have to.” 

“Say, you're the best officer of the law I ever 
saw,” said Dick. “If it were my duty I'd do it.” 

“Well, it’s not my duty to get killed,” said the 
sheriff. “I know when I’m well off.” 

And here the conversation rested. 

Dick and the sheriff climbed back in the buggy, 
and turning the horses’ heads back toward Jesse, 
the sheriff again plied the whip, and they were off 
toward home. 

It was early morning when Dick and the sheriff 
again reached the Ellison home and the former 
knocked heavily on the door. There was no answer, 
and the boy was forced to knock several times 
before he heard footsteps within, and a voice called 
out: 

“Who’s there?” 

“Tt is I, Dick,” replied the lad. 

There was an exclamation of surprise, and after 


’ 
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some delay, the door was opened. Dick and the 
sheriff started in surprise at sight of the room, with 
its furniture scattered helter-skelter. 

“Looks like a cyclone had hit the place,’’ com- 
mented Dick. “What have you been doing here?” 

“We had the furniture piled up against the door,” 
replied Shirley, who had opened the door. “See 
how the door was smashed in.” 

Dick took a survey of the room. 

“Great Scott!’ he exclaimed. ‘You must have 
had a quite atime. Too bad we were not here.” 

At this moment Carrie entered the room. 

“Where is Billy?” she demanded anxiously. 
“You haven't had time to get to Barboursville and 
back.” 

“No,” said Dick quietly, “we haven’t. The truth 
of the matter is, Billy gave us the slip. I don’t 
know where he is.” 

The girls uttered exclamations of surprise. 

“How did he get away?” asked Shirley. 

Dick explained. 

“He'll probably be back here some time to-day,” 
he added. “He’s good and mad, too, and probably 
ready to take a shot at the sheriff and me. But 
where is Mabel?” 

“Sleeping,” said Shirley. ‘She is tired out.” 

“And no wonder,” said Dick. “She is a brave 
girl.” 

“She certainly is,” agreed the sheriff. He turned 
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to Dick. “Well, I’m going to be moving home. 
Coming with me?” 

“No,” said Dick, “I guess I’ll stay here awhile.” 

The sheriff went without him. Dick and the two 
girls talked for some time, and then Dick said: 

“T’ll wait until Billy shows up. I'll lie down here 
on the sofa. When he comes in wake me.” 

“Don’t you think you had better go before he 
comes?” asked Shirley. 

“Oh, no, I want to see him,” and Dick lay down, 
and the girls went out, leaving him alone. Ina 
few minutes he was fast asleep. 

How long Dick slept he did not know, but he 
was awakened by a rough hand which shook him 
viciously, and a voice exclaimed: 

“Get up out of there!” 

“What’s the matter?” mumbled Dick sleepily. 

“You get up and I'll show you,” said the voice. 

Dick sat up and looked at the speaker. 

“Oh, so it’s you,” he said. 

“Yes, it’s me, all right” replied Billy, paying no 
heed to his grammar. 

Dick rose and stretched himself. 

“I’m glad you’ve come,” he said. “I wanted a 
few words with you.” 

“And I want a few words with you, too,” de- 
clared Billy angrily, “and they are very few. Get 
out of this house and stay out. If I catch you 
around here again I'll put a hole through you.” 
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“Now don’t get hasty,” said Dick. “I want to 
tell you something.” 

“T don’t want to hear anything you have to say.” 

“Well, ’'m going to say it anyhow,” said Dick 
quietly. “Now you listen.” 

Billy said nothing, but glared at Dick angrily. 

“I just want to say,” said Dick, “that you are 
making a fool of yourself. Besides you’ve got 
your sister worried to death. This feud of yours 
can have but one result. Either you'll be killed 
or else land behind the bars. In either case, think 
of Carrie. She is the one who will suffer, not you.” 

“T don’t want any of your preaching,” growled 
Billy. “Get out of my house.” 

Dick lost his temper. 

“Of all the thick-headed imbeciles, you are the 
worst I ever saw,” he exclaimed. “I didn’t know 
such things as you grew any place.” 

“Don’t you talk like that to me,” said Billy, 
doubling his fists and taking a quick step forward. 

“Oh, rats!” said Dick scornfully, and turned and 
walked toward the door, where he paused to deliver 
a parting shot. “Unless you call off this feud within 
the next two days,” he said, “I'll promise to have 
enough state officers down here to settle this thing.” 

He left the house without another word, leaving 
Billy in a rage. He also turned to leave the house, 
but as he did so encountered Shirley and Mabel. 
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“Oh, Billy,” said the latter, “why didn’t you go on 
to Barboursville, where you would be safe?” 

Billy glared at the two girls angrily. 

“By George!” he said, losing all patience. “Can’t 
a fellow have a little peace in his own home?” 

He stalked out the door and slammed it angrily 
after him. 

Carrie entered the room at that moment, and the 
girls stared at each other in consternation. Then 
Carrie ran to the door and called after her brother: 

“Will you be home to supper, Billy?” 

The lad turned and glared at his sister. 

“T don’t know whether I shall or not,’ he said 
gruffly. 

“Then when will you be home?” asked Carrie 
anxiously. 

“Whenever I get good and ready,” shouted Billy, 
and he made off down the road. 

Carrie returned to the parlor and threw herself 
into a chair, where she broke into tears. 

“Billy never talked to me like that before,” she 
sobbed. : 

“Never mind, dearie,”’ said Shirley, patting her 
shoulder. “He'll be sorry when he stops to think 
it over. Everything will turn out all right, I am 
sure. There, there; don’t cry.” 
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CHAPTER XX. 
FRIENDS FALL OUT. 


AnD now the scene will shift, for a little while, 
to the mountain home of John and Dorothy Spencer. 

Dorothy, at her work of cleaning up the little 
dwelling, was humming gaily to herself, her cares 
and worries for the moment forgotten. In spite 
of the quarrel between her brother and Billy, 
Dorothy and Carrie had continued good friends. 
They exchanged visits frequently, and their brothers 
so far had offered no objections. 

This was Dorothy’s afternoon to call upon Carrie, 
and she was straightening up around the house be- 
fore leaving. 

Everything in apple-pie order at last, she donned 
her bonnet, called good-bye to her mother, who was 
an invalid, and left the house. As she walked 
toward the road, she saw in the distance a figure 
coming slowly toward her. 

“Tt looks like John,” she told herself; and added 
with a catch in her voice, ‘and he seems to be 
staggering.” 

With a cry of alarm she ran forward. It was 
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John, and he was coming toward her slowly, limp- 
ing severely and with a tiny stream of blood trick- 
ling from his head. 

“John! John!” sobbed Dorothy, as she ran up to 
him. ‘What is the matter?’ 

“Nothing,” said her brother feebly. “Help me 
to the house, Dorothy.” 

Leaning heavily on her shoulder, and walking 
slowly and painfully, he made his way toward home. 
There Dorothy quickly made him comfortable on 
a sofa, and after bandaging his wounds, sank to 
her knees beside him. 

“Tt’s nothing serious, John,” she said, “but tell 
me, how did you get hurt?” 

“Bill!” was the brief reply. 

“Billy !’ exclaimed Dorothy. 

“Yes; but don’t let mother know.” 

“And what did you do?” 

“Nothing,” returned John grimly. “TI didn’t get 
the chance. He didn’t even show himself. He shot 
from ambush.” 

“From ambush!” echoed Dorothy. “I don’t be- 
lieve it was Billy.’”. 

“Of course it was Bill,” said John positively. 
“Who else would want to shoot me?” 

“T don’t know, but it doesn’t sound like Billy.” 

“That's right, stick up for him,” said John 
angrily. “I tell you, it must have been Bill. It’s 
just like one of his sneaking tricks.” 
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“T can’t believe it,” muttered Dorothy. 

“Let me tell you how it was,’ said John, “and 
then maybe you'll believe it. I was walking along 
close to Bill’s house. I got back in the woods as 
far as I could, for I didn’t want to have any trouble 
with him around there, so close to his sister. I had 
almost passed when there was a puff of smoke from 
the direction of the house and a bullet grazed my 
head. I stopped, and a second bullet caught me in 
the leg. I fell over. It was some time before I 
was able to drag myself to my feet, and stagger 
home. I know it was Bill who shot me.” 

“Yes,” said Dorothy slowly, “you are right. It 
must have been Billy. I didn’t think it of him. 

“Well, I did,” said John grimly. ‘Perhaps after 
this you will keep away from him.” 

“Yes,” said Dorothy, slowly, “I shall have noth- 
ing more to do with him, or his sister.” 

“Oh, Carrie is all right,’ said John. “It’s not 
her fault.” 

“Nevertheless,” said Dorothy, “TI shall have noth- 
ing more to do with any of them. I was going to 
see Carrie to-day, but I shall not go.” 

John made no reply. Soon he closed his eyes and 
was fast asleep. 

“T wish I did not have to go to town to-day,” 
said Dorothy, to herself. “I hate to have to go 
so close to the Ellison home. However, I won't 
stop.” 
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Making sure that her brother had everything 
within reach should he awake while she was gone, 
she set off toward the village. 

When she came within sight of the Ellison home, 
which she had to pass on her way to Jesse, she saw 
that Carrie, Mabel and Shirley were on the front 
porch, evidently waiting for her. 

“I won’t even speak to them,” she told herself. 

She now came abreast of the house, and the three 
girls arose and came toward her. 

“Oh, there you are, Dorothy,” said Carrie with 
a smile. “I was afraid maybe you would forget it 
was your day to come and see me.” 

Dorothy did not reply, nor did she glance at 
Carrie. She walked straight ahead, and did not 
even heed the greetings of Shirley and Mabel. 

“Why, Dorothy,” exclaimed Carrie in surprise. 
“What in the world is the matter?’ 

Still Dorothy did not reply, and would have 
walked past had not Carrie taken her by the arm. 

“What is the matter?” she repeated. 

“Please do not talk to me,” said Dorothy, freeing 
herself from Carrie’s grasp. 

Carrie stepped back a step, and looked at Dorothy 
inamazement. Dorothy tossed her head a trifle, and 
moved on. 

“Very well,” said Carrie, quietly. “TI will not talk 
to you if you do not wish me to.” 

Shirley and Mabel had watched this scene with 
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undisguised amazement. And now, as Dorothy 
moved on, Shirley ran after her. 

“Wait a moment, Dorothy,” she exclaimed. “At 
least Carrie is entitled to an explanation. Tell us 
what is wrong.” 

“T guess Carrie doesn’t need to be told,” said 
Dorothy, angrily. 

“T assure you I don’t know what you are talking 
about,” said Carrie earnestly. 

“You two girls have always been such good 
friends,” interposed Mabel, “surely you should ex- 
plain, Dorothy.” 

“Well,” said Dorothy, “I don’t mind telling you, 
although you must know it. Billy shot John this 
afternoon.” 

Carrie staggered back. 

“John shot!” she exclaimed in amazement. 

SYies.” 

“Wait a moment, Dorothy,” said Shirley, as 
Dorothy would have passed on. “You and Carrie 
have been friends in spite of your brothers’ quarrel. 
You have both realized that sooner or later one of 
them probably would be seriously hurt. Therefore, 
this should make no difference in your friendship.” 

“And it wouldn’t,’ declared Dorothy, “if John 
had been hurt in fair fight.” 

“Tn fair fight! What do you mean?” demanded 
Carrie. 


170 THE BLUE GRASS SEMINARY GIRLS 


“Billy sneaked upon John and shot him from 
behind,” said Dorothy, quietly. 

“T don’t believe it,” cried Carrie. “Billy wouldn’t 
do a thing like that.” 

“But he did!” declared Dorothy. “John said so.” 

“Then John is telling an untruth!” declared 
Carrie. “I know Billy didn’t do it.” 

“And I know he did,” declared Dorothy again. 

Carrie turned upon her erstwhile friend with 
flashing eyes. 

“You know better!” she exclaimed. “You know 
Billy didn’t do it.” 

“Do you mean that John is not telling the truth?” 
exclaimed Dorothy. 

“T mean somebody is not telling the truth,” de- 
clared Carrie. “I didn’t think it of you, Dorothy.” 

Dorothy stepped back in surprise. 

“Why, what do you mean?” she asked. 

“You know what I mean, well enough, 
Carrie, significantly. 

“Why, Carrie Ellison, how 

“Here, here,’ said Shirley, stepping forward at 
this juncture, “neither of you knows what you are 
saying. You'll both be sorry when you stop to 
think.” 

“Well, I won’t be sorry,” declared Dorothy. 
“What I have said is the truth and she knows it.” 

“And I won’t be sorry, either,” flared Carrie. 
“Somebody is telling untruths about Billy.” 
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replied 
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The two girls glared at each other angrily. 

Shirley put her arm about Carrie, and in spite 
of her protests, led her toward the house, while 
Mabel walked down the road with Dorothy. 

Suddenly Dorothy broke into tears. 

“T didn’t think Billy would do such a thing,” 
she declared. 

“There, never mind,” soothed Mabel. “Maybe 
everything will turn out all right. I am coming 
over to see John this afternoon when you get back. 
Do you mind?” 

“Indeed, no,’ was the reply. “TI shall be glad to 
have you.” 

Mabel patted her affectionately on the back, and 
returned to the house, where Shirley was trying to 
comfort Carrie, who was sobbing on the sofa. 

“T know Billy didn’t do it,” she exclaimed between 
her tears. 

“Didn’t do what?” asked a voice from the door- 
way. 

Turning, the girls beheld Billy himself. 

“What is it I didn’t do?” he demanded, advanc- 
ing into the room. 

Carrie sprang up and took him by the coat. 

“Tt isn’t true, is it?” she exclaimed. 

“What isn’t true?” demanded Billy again, looking 
at his sister curiously. 

“That you shot John Spencer from ambush,” 
interposed Shirley quietly. 
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Billy looked at her in amazement. 

“John shot!” he exclaimed. 

“Yes,” said Shirley, “and from ambush!” 

“From ambush!” 

“And,” continued Shirley, “he accuses you of 
shooting him.” 

Billy’s face grew white. 

‘He should know me better than that,” he cried. 
“No, I didn’t shoot him. Perhaps I would have 
done so had I come across him to-day, but I would 
not have shot him without giving him an even 
chance.” 

“T knew it, Billy. I knew you didn’t do it,” 
exclaimed Carrie, and threw herself into her 
brother’s arms, where she continued to sob softly. 

Billy stroked her hair gently. 

“No, I didn’t do it, sis,’ he replied, quietly. 
“Whoever says I did, is telling an untruth.” 

“Well,” said Mabel, somewhat maliciously, 
“Dorothy says you did.” 

Billy wheeled upon Mabel suddenly. 

“What's that?” he demanded. 

“You heard me the first time,” declared Mabel. 
“T said Dorothy says you shot her brother from am- 
bush.” 

“And she believes it?” 

Hab fe 

“Good night!” exclaimed Billy, and sank deject- 
edly into a chair. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 
BILLY PLAYS DETECTIVE. 


“Wao could have shot John, then?” asked Shirley 
a few moments later. 

“T don’t know,” replied Billy. “No one else had 
a grudge against him, so far as I know.” 

“How about the fellows who were with you the 
other day? Do you think it might have been one 
of them?’ 

“That’s so,” said Billy. “I hadn’t thought of 
that.” 

He was silent for a long time, thinking deeply. 
Then he rose to his feet and put on his hat. 

“Where are you going?’ asked Carrie, anxiously. 

“I’m going to town,” declared Billy, “and see if 
I can find out who did the shooting.” 

“And I’m going with you,” declared Shirley. 

“No,” said Billy, “you had better remain here.” 

“But there is no danger, is there?’ demanded 
the girl. 

“Well, no,” said Billy. 

“Then I shall go. I might be of some help to 
you.” 
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“I don’t see how,” remarked Billy to himself, 
but he made no further objection to Shirley’s ac- 
companying him. 

“First,” said Billy, as they walked along, “T shall 
round up the fellows who stood by me the other 
day. Then I'll have a talk with ’em.” 

“But suppose you do find the one who did the 
shooting? What good will that do?” asked Shirley. 

“For one thing, it will clear me of trying to kill 
John from ambush,” said Billy. 

“True,” said Shirley, “but surely you don’t expect 
any one to admit firing the shot?” 

“No, but he might give himself away.” 

They had now reached the village, and, a short 
distance away, Billy saw one of the boys who had 
been with him when the two factions had met a 
few days before. With the help of this one they 
soon rounded up the others, and leading them to a 
far end of town, where they would be out of ear- 
shot of the curious, Billy talked to them. 

“Which one of you fellows shot John Spencer?” 
he asked, quietly. 

There was no reply from the others, although 
several uttered exclamations of surprise. 

“Which one of you was it?’ demanded Billy 
again. 

“Not me! Not me! Nor me!” came a chorus 
of voices. 

“Well, it must have been one of you,” declared 
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Billy, “because I didn’t do it. Now I am going to 
ask each one of you separately, and if the fellow 
who did it doesn’t tell the truth, it will be the worse 
for him when he is found out.” 

He began with the first and propounded his 
question : 

“Did you shoot John Spencer ?” 

In each case the reply was the same. Each denied 
that he had fired the shot from ambush. 

“Somebody,” said Billy, quietly, after he had 
questioned all with the same result, “‘is telling an 
untruth, and I am going to make it my business to 
find out who it is. Come, Shirley.” 

He turned, and followed by the girl, made his 
way back toward home. 

“Maybe they are all telling the truth,” said 
Shirley. 

Billy turned on her angrily. 

“That would mean that I must have shot John,” 
he said. 

“Not necessarily,” said Shirley. 

“But how else could it have been?” 

“T haven’t the slightest idea. That’s what we 
shall have to find out.” 

“But how?” And Billy looked at her eagerly. 
“Tt’s a bad job,’ and he shook his head. 

“Can’t you see now,” demanded Shirley, “the 
utter foolishness of this feud? It is only natural 
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that you should be blamed for something you did 
not do.” 

“I guess you are right,” said Billy after a long 
pause, “but it’s too late now.” 

“Why?” demanded Shirley. 

“Because,” said Billy, ‘no matter how I might 
feel about it, John will naturally come gunning for 
me when he is able to get about. I shall have to 
defend myself.” 

“But suppose John could be made to see how 
foolish it is?” 

“That’s hardly possible, when a fellow’s been 
shot,” declared Billy. 

“But,” continued Shirley, “can’t you see what you 
are doing? You are losing friends and respect. 
You have succeeded in straining the friendship of 
Carrie and Dorothy, and you have even lost 
Dorothy’s friendship. Now, Billy, won’t you 
promise me that you will call off this foolish 
quarrel?” 

“T’ll tell you what [ll do,” said the lad suddenly. 
“Tl call it off if John is willing.” 

Shirley clapped her hands in delight. 

“Good for you, Billy,” she exclaimed. “Iam sure 
that John can be brought to see the matter in its 
proper light. I'll see him myself.” 

Ahead of them they could now see a slight girlish 
figure striding along the road. It was Dorothy, re- 
turning home from town. 
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“There is Dorothy now,” exclaimed Shirley. 
“Perhaps she will listen to me. Hurry up, Billy.” 

They quickened their pace, and soon overtook 
the other girl. The latter glanced around as she 
heard their footsteps, then, seeing Billy, she hastened 
forward again. 

“Dorothy!” called Shirley. ‘Please wait a; 
minute.” 

Dorothy did not heed this request, and walked 
faster than before. Shirley and Billy broke into a 
run, and soon came up with her. 

“Dorothy !’ called Billy, “won’t you listen to me a 
minute?” 

till the girl did not reply. 

“Dorothy,” said Billy, stepping to her side. “T 
did not shoot John.” 

The girl stopped and turned upon him with flash- 


ing eyes. 
“There is no use telling stories to me, Billy 
Ellison,” she exclaimed. “I know you now for 


what you are. I always thought you were honest 
and brave. And then you sneak upon my brother 
and shoot him from behind!” 

“T tell you I didn’t do it!” protested Billy. 

“Tf it had been in fair fight I could have for- 
given you,” went on Dorothy, unheeding Billy’s 
protest. “But now, I wish never to see you again.” 

Billy did not protest again. 
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“I am sorry you cannot believe me,” was all he 
said, and dropped back. 

Shirley took Dorothy by the arm. 

“I know Billy didn’t do it,” she told her quietly, 
“and you should know it too. You have known him 
longer than I have. You should know he is not 
that kind of a boy.” 

“Well, I don’t know it,” declared Dorothy, 
vehemently. “I know he did do it.” 

“But Dorothy,” said Shirley, “even now Billy 
is trying to find the person who did fire the shot. 
That is why we came to the village. And when 
Billy does find him, he’ll make him answer for it.” 

Dorothy looked at Shirley in some surprise. 

“But, why: ” she began. 

“Never mind,” said Shirley. “It’s enough that 
Billy is hunting for him. And another thing, Billy 
is willing to call an end to the feud.” 

Dorothy looked at Shirley eagerly. 

“Do you mean it?” she asked, hopefully. 

“Ask Billy,’ replied Shirley, quietly. “Oh, 
Billy, come here.” 

Slowly the lad approached and stopped beside the 
two girls. He said nothing. 

“Billy,” said Dorothy, “is it true that you are 
willing to drop the feud?” 

Billy nodded his head. 

“If John is willing,” he replied, quietly. “Of 
course if he wants satisfaction for the shot he 
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believes I fired, I am willing to give it to him. 
But I promise right now, that he shall not be 
hurt.” 

“And you didn’t shoot him, did you, Billy?” 
queried Dorothy, anxiously. 

“No, I did not.” 

Dorothy’s face broke into a smile. 

“T knew it!” she declared. “TI tried to believe 
you guilty, but I just soos do it. I know you 
and John so well, you see.’ 

She extended her hand, which Billy grasped 
eagerly, and held for a fraction of an instant longer 
than was necessary. 

“Will you stop and see Carrie on your way 
home?” asked Billy. 

“Yes,” smiled Dorothy, “I must apologize for the 
way I acted a little while ago.” 

“T am sure that Carrie has no hard feelings,” 
said Shirley. “She is too noble a girl for that.” 

“T am sure I hope she hasn’t,” said Dorothy. 

A few moments later they came within sight of 
the house, and Mabel and Carrie advanced to meet 
them. At sight of Dorothy, Carrie drew back 
slightly, and seemed about to return to the house. 

But Dorothy sprang suddenly forward and threw 
both arms about her. 

“Forgive me, Carrie!’ she implored. “Forgive 
me for the way I acted this afternoon. I am 
ashamed of myself.” 
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“That’s all right,’ said Carrie, returning the 
caress. “Of course I know you didn’t mean it. I 
forgive you gladly. And I, too, said some sharp 
things. I e 

“Say no more about them,” protested Dorothy, 
happily, and added: ‘My gracious! doesn’t it seem 
nice that we can all be friends again. Now, if John 
were only here.” 

“Do you think,” said Shirley, “that John will be 
willing to call off the quarrel?” 

“T don’t know,” said Dorothy, slowly, “but I am 
afraid not. He is very bitter against Billy right 
now. You see, he believes Billy shot him.” 

“But he must be made to see things differently,” 
declared Mabel. 

“John is very stubborn at times,’ said Dorothy, 
“and if I took up for Billy, it would make him very 
angry.” 

“Dorothy is right,” said Billy. “John was always 
stubborn, and when Dorothy opposes him, it makes 
him that much worse.” 

“Well, something must be done,” declared Mabel. 

“Tl tell you what,” said Shirley, “T’ll go and have 
a talk with him.” 

“What good will that do?” asked Carrie. 

“Well, maybe I shall be able to convince him. 
There is nothing like trying, you know.” 

“Tl go too,” said Mabel. “Two heads are some- 
times better than one.” 
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And thus it was arranged. After some further 
conversation, Shirley, Mabel and Dorothy set off 
in the direction of the latter’s home, where John lay 
wounded. 

“Now, Dorothy,” said Shirley, as they neared 
the house, “I believe it would be better if you kept 
out of the conversation.” 

“Never fear,” was the reply, “I shall be just as 
mum as an oyster.” 
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CHAPTER XXII. 
THE PEACEMAKERS. 


Joun opened his eyes as the three girls entered. 

“Hello!” he said with a feeble grin, as they came 
toward him. “Sorry I can’t get up.” 

“Never mind,” said Shirley, “we can sit here and 
look at you awhile, anyhow. We are indeed sorry 
to learn of your accident.’ 

“Tt wasn’t any accident,’’ said John, grimly. 

“No accident!’ echoed both girls. 

“Well, it was sort of an accident, too,” replied 
John. “It was an accident that I wasn’t killed. Bill 
doesn’t often miss, you know.” 

“Then you believe it was Billy who shot you?” 

“Believe it? I know it just as well as though I 
had seen him pull the trigger.” 

“But there is always the chance that you may 
be mistaken,’ said Mabel. 

“T’m not mistaken in this case,’ declared John, 
grimly. “And as soon as I am able to move out 
of here I’m going to make him wish he were not 
an Ellison.” 
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“You mean ‘you are going to shoot him?” asked 
Shirley. 

“Tm going to have a try at it. I don’t believe 
I can sneak up on him from behind, though.” 

“And I don’t think Billy would sneak up on you 
from behind either,” said Shirley, warmly. 

“Maybe you don’t think he would,” said John. 
“But he did.” 

“T don’t believe it,” declared Mabel. 

“Nor I,” said Shirley. 

“By George!” said John. “I can’t see why it is 
that all you girls stick up for him, when I know 
he shot me. Why, even Dorothy here refused to 
believe me at first.” 

“Tt isn’t like Billy,” said Mabel. 

“Well,” said John, “I’ll admit that I didn’t believe 
him capable of such a cowardly action. Bill and I 
used to be pretty good friends, you know. He never 
struck me as that kind. But it must have been Bill 
that shot me. Who else could it have been?” 

“Well, it might have been some of his friends,” 
said Shirley. 

“Must be a nice crowd of friends he has,” said 
John in contempt. 

“You don’t have such nice friends yourself,” said 
Mabel, warmly, and she related what had occurred 
at the Ellison home. 

John was greatly surprised. 
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“I didn’t know anything about that,” he said. “I 
guess they were afraid to tell me.” 

“We didn’t think you did,” ‘said Shirley, “and 
still we might have done so, and I guess you would 
have had a hard time convincing us you were 
innocent.” 

“T know, but that’s different,”’ protested John. 

“Not at all,” said Shirley. ‘You didn’t see Billy 
shoot at you, and you should give him the benefit 
of the doubt.” 

“So he can get me next time, eh?” 

“John Spencer,” said Mabel, angrily, “you are the 
limit. Now I am going to tell you something. 
Billy knows you think he shot you, but in spite of 
this he is seeking to discover who it really was 
that fired the shot.” 

“Yes,” said Shirley, “I was with him this after- 
noon when he called all his friends together and 
told them that if he found one of them were guilty, 
he would attend to him.” 

John smiled skeptically. 

“A little grandstand play,” he said, dryly. “He’s 
just doing that for effect.” 

Shirley gave vent to an expression of impatience. 

“Another thing,” she said. ‘Billy has agreed to 
call off the feud, if you are agreeable.” 

Again John smiled. 

“I guess you know why, don’t you?” 

“Of course I do. He sees the foolishness of it.” 
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“T don’t think that is it exactly. He knows that 
the next time we meet, I'll probably drop him. 
That’s why he is so anxious to call it off now.” 

Shirley, losing all her patience suddenly, stepped 
close to John and shook her finger in his face. 

“John Spencer!’ she cried, “you ought to be 
ashamed of yourself!” 

“Maybe I had,” agreed John, “but I don’t see 
why.” 

“Then you won't agree to call off the feud?” 
asked Mabel. 

“Well, no,” said John with a smile. “I'll be up 
and around in a day or two and then Bill and 
I will settle things.” 

Shirley was struck with a new idea. 

“Why is it necessary for one of you to be killed?” 
she demanded. “Can’t you settle this thing without 
that ?” 

“Well, we might if I wing Bill,’ was the reply, 
“providing Bill then doesn’t want another shot at 
me, which he probably will.” 

“But why can’t it be settled without guns? If 
it were not for Carrie and Dorothy, I wouldn’t 
interest myself in your quarrel at all. But they 
are just worrying their lives out. Why can’t you 
settle your difficulties in some other way?” 

“Just what would you suggest?” asked John, with 
a smile. 

“Settle it with your fists, if you must fight,” said 
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Mabel, suddenly; “you can do all the fighting you 
want that way, and when it is all over, shake hands 
and call it square.” 

“That’s not such a bad idea,” said John, thought- 
fully. “What do you think about it, Sis?” turning 
to Dorothy. 

“Tf you only would,” exclaimed Dorothy, clasp- 
ing her hands. 

“Will you?” demanded Shirley. 

John was silent for perhaps ten minutes, thinking 
deeply, and the girls did not disturb him. He spoke 
at last. 

“T don’t believe Bill will agree to any such pro- 
ceedings,” he said. 

“But I’m sure he will,” said Mabel, “although I 
can’t see that it is necessary for you to fight at all.” 

“Well,” said John, “if Bill will agree to this 
meeting, so will I.” 

The three girls fairly danced about the room with 
joy. 

“Then it is all settled,’ said Shirley, pausing at 
last to take a much needed breath. 

“T wouldn’t be too sure,” said John. “I don’t 
believe Bill will agree.” 

“But I know he will,” said Shirley. 

She and Mabel bade John and his sister good-bye, 
and returned to the Ellison home with the news. 

“So John wants to settle it with fists, eh,” said 
Billy. “Well, that is not such a bad plan after all. 
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In the long run, I guess it will be best, for Iam sure 
that neither Carrie nor Dorothy would want to lose 
a brother.” 

“Nor neither you nor John would want the other 
fellow to lose a sister,” said Mabel, slyly. 

“What do you mean?” asked Billy. 

“You know what I mean,” said Mabel. 

Further conversation was interrupted by a knock 
on the door. Carrie opened it, and Billy scowled 
as he recognized the voice without. 

“Dick! exclaimed Shirley, and rushed forward. 

“You might ask Mr. Ellison if I may come in,” 
said Dick; “I have a word for him.” 

“Let him come in,” said Billy. 

Dick advanced into the room. 

“T’ve got a little bad news for you, Billy,” he 
said, quietly. 

“What is it?” demanded Carrie in great alarm, 
while Billy remained silent. 

“Your arrest has been ordered,” said Dick to 
Billy. 

“Who by?” asked Billy, quietly. 

“The sheriff. He is coming after you. Evidently 
he has received orders from some one higher up. 
Word of the shooting of John Spencer has traveled 
fast, and it is only natural that the sheriff should 
be after you.” 

“Well, he won’t get me,” declared Billy. 
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“Then, too,” said Dick, “there is another officer 
on your trail.” 

“Another one? Who is he?” 

“Do you remember the hermit?” asked Dick. 

“Yes, but what has he got to do with it?” 

“Well,” said Dick, “he is a deputy marshal.” 

“A deputy marshal?” 

“Yes. He has been waiting for just this chance. 
Knowing that you will not give up without a fight, 
a reward already has been offered for you. It seems 
that the authorities have determined that these 
mountain feuds must stop.” 

“But I didn’t shoot Spencer,” declared Billy. 

Dick started back. 

“Ts that so?” he demanded. “Why, I supposed of 
course it was you.” 

“Well, it wasn’t, and if you don’t believe me I'll 
take a shot at you right now.” 

“No, Billy didn’t do it,” said all three girls in a 
single voice. 

“Tf you say so, I don’t believe you did,” said 
Dick. “But just the same appearances are against 
you, and the officers will be after you shortly.” 

“Then I guess I had better take to the mountains, 
or there will be more shooting,” said Billy. 

Dick nodded his approval of this plan. 

“Tt is the best way,” he said. “But,” he added, 
“who did shoot John Spencer?” 

“I don’t know,” said Billy, “and that’s why I hate 
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to run away. If I could stay here I might find out.” 

“Tl look after this end of it,’’ said Dick after a 
pause. “The best thing you can do is run.” 

“But,” protested Billy, “John and I have agreed to 
settle our feud with fists, and I must be here to 
meet him when the time comes.” 

“When are you to fight?” asked Dick, restraining 
his surprise at this remark. 

“T don’t know. Whenever John is fit.” 

“Tl tell you,” said Shirley. “T’ll make the neces- 
Sary arrangements myself. We'll set the date of the 
battle for 3 o’clock Monday afternoon, at the fork 
in the roads. John will be fit by that time.” 

“All right. Tl be there,” said Billy. 

At that moment there came the sounds of ap- 
proaching horses without. 

“That’s probably the sheriff,” said Dick, quietly. 
“You had better hurry, Billy.” 

Without a word Billy picked up his rifle, and 
slipped quietly out the back door. 

“Don’t worry about me,” he said quietly to 
Carrie, “I shall be all right, and I shall be at the 
appointed spot Monday afternoon, barring acci- 
dents.” 

There came a knock on the front door. Mabel 
threw it open and Sheriff Johnson and Benton, the 
self-styled hermit, entered the room. 

“Where is Bill?” they demanded. 
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CHAPTER XXIIl. 
BILLY FAILS TO APPEAR. 


“So he has gone, eh?” said the sheriff. 

“Yes, he’s gone,” replied Dick. 

Benton looked at Dick angrily. 

“And I guess you had something to do with 
his going,” he declared. 

“Well, what of it?” demanded Dick. 

“Nothing, only I have a notion to arrest you as 
an accomplice.” 

“T wouldn’t if I were you,” said Dick, quietly. 
“T might have a few things to say about you through 
the Star.” 

“Which way did he go?” asked the sheriff. 

“That’s for you to find out,”’ said Dick. 

The sheriff glared at the lad, but after a few 
moments, called to Benton: 

“We might as well get out and look for him. 
He’s not here.” 

. They left the house. 

“Why didn’t you tell me the hermit was an 

officer?” Shirley asked Dick after they had gone. 
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“Well,” was the reply, “we had a little session, 
and I promised not to mention his name,” and 
he explained why Benton had been living in the 
woods waiting for the time when one of the feud- 
ists might fall, so he could get the reward. 

“He’s a bad man,” said Shirley. 

“So he is,” agreed Dick, “but I guess he will not 
bother us.” 

The three girls went to the village the following 
morning, Thursday, and there learned, much to their 
relief, that Benton and the sheriff had returned 
without finding Billy. Dick, in the meantime, was 
scouring the village and the nearby mountains, seek- 
ing some clue as to the identity of the man who 
had shot John. 

“T hope this mystery is cleared up soon,” said 
Carrie, “for if it isn’t I cannot go with you girls 
when you leave for school.” 

“My goodness!” exclaimed Shirley. “The time is 
drawing close, isn’t it?” 

“School opens a week from next Wednesday,” 
said Mabel. “We shall have to leave here by a week 
from to-morrow at the latest.” 

“T hope I shall be able to go with you,” said 
Carrie. 

“T’m sure every thing will be cleared up by that 
time,” declared Shirley. 

“Well,” said Mabel, “we have had quite a strenu- 
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ous vacation. I shall be rather glad to get back to 
the seminary for a while.” 


“And I,” agreed Shirley. “Carrie, you must 
come home with us for the Christmas holidays.” 


‘We shall see,” said Carrie witha smile. “That’s 
a long way off, you know.” 

“So it is, but I just wanted to speak before any 
one else invited you home with them.” 

“Your invitations always come first with me, 
Shirley,” said Carrie, quietly. “Well, what shall 
we do now?” 

“Guess we had better go and see John and 
Dorothy,” said Shirley. “We must tell them what 
has happened, and also of the arrangements for 
John’s meeting with Billy.” 

“T wish they didn’t think they had to fight,” said 
Carrie. 

“And so do I,”’ declared Mabel. 

“T don’t know but it is best they should,” said 
Shirley, slowly. “They must get rid of their bad 
blood some way, and that is as good as another.” 

“Maybe you are right,” said Carrie, “but it seems 
so brutal.” 

“T guess neither will hurt the other very much,” 
said Mabel. 

Dorothy greeted the three girls with a smile, 
and, after a little talk with her invalid mother, con- 
ducted them into the room where John, feeling 
much better, was sitting up in a chair, reading. 


IN THE MOUNTAINS 193 


He arose as the girls entered. All uttered cries 
of relief at seeing him up. 

“Yes, lama great deal better,” he said in answer 
to their questions. “TI shall be able to get about all 
right in a day or two.” 

The girls expressed their pleasure at this good 
news, and then John asked: 

“And what did Billy have to say of your manner 
of settling our quarrel?” 

“He was perfectly agreeable, as I knew he would 
be,” said Shirley. 

“Good!” said John, ‘and where is he now?” 

In a few words Carrie explained what had hap- 
pened. 

“So Bill has had to take to the mountains, eh?” 
said John with a laugh. ‘Well, I hope he gets 
back in time Monday.” 

“Oh, he’ll be back, all right,” said Carrie, posi- 
tively. 

John smiled, and to himself remarked: 

“I’m not so sure. I'll be pretty careful when I 
walk outside.” 

But he said nothing of his doubts to the girls, for 
he had no desire to worry them unnecessarily. 

The days that followed passed rapidly. Dick was 
a frequent visitor at the Ellison home, but in spite of 
repeated requests he declined to move his things out 
there again. 

“T am better off in the village,’ he explained. 


“ 
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“I’m pretty well acquainted there now, and every 
day I hope to learn something that may clear Billy 
of the charge against him.” 

Monday morning came and still the girls had 
neither seen nor heard of Billy. They knew that the 
sheriff and Benton were still scouring the moun- 
tains for him, and they realized that it would be 
dangerous for him to come home to meet John that 
afternoon. Nevertheless, neither doubted for a 
moment that he would come. 

Noon came, and still no sign of Bill. 

“Fle’ll be here though,” said Carrie, positively. 

“Well,” said Dick, “I guess it is up to me to 
referee this battle. Of course you girls will stay 
at home.” 

“Why?” demanded Shirley. “What do we want 
to stay at home for? You must remember that we 
have been trying to settle this feud ever since we 
have been here, and we are entitled to be present 
at the finish.” 

“Indeed we are,” declared Carrie and Mabel in 
one voice. 

“But ” began Dick. 

“There are no buts, sir,’”’ said Shirley. 

“Well, all right,” said Dick, somewhat ruefully, 
“but my advice is that you stay at home.” 

Two o’clock came at last, and Dick and the three 
girls made their way to the appointed spot. They 
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were the first to arrive, and they sat down on an 
old log to await the coming of the others. 

It was just a quarter to three when Dorothy and 
John appeared upon the scene. All greeted each 
other pleasantly, and John and Dick shook hands, 

“How do you feel, old man?” asked Dick. 

“Fit as a fiddle,” was the reply. 

“Head all right?” 

Nese 

“All the stiffness gone from the joints?” 

“Yes. I never felt better in my life.” 

“All right, then,” said Dick. “I wouldn’t let this 
fight proceed if you weren’t in condition.” 

“What have you got to do with it?’ demanded 
John in some surprise. 

“He’s the self-appointed referee,” said Shirley 
with a laugh. “He says he is going to see that 
every thing is ship-shape.”’ 

“That’s right,” agreed Dick. 

“Well, all right,” laughed John. “Tl be glad to 
have you, and I guess Bill will too,” and he added 
as an afterthought, “if he comes.” 

Carrie overheard this remark, and sprang to her 
brother’s defense. 

“Of course he’ll come,” she declared. “He said 
he would and he never breaks his word.” 

John glanced at his watch. 

“He'll have to hurry then,” he said. “It’s five 
minutes to three now.” 
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The minutes dragged by slowly, and Shirley, 
Mabel and Carrie were growing anxious as the 
hands of the watch moved nearer and nearer to the 
hour of three. And still no sign of Billy. 

“Three o'clock!” said Dick at last. 

John smiled disdainfully. 

“T didn’t really expect him to show up,” he said, 
quietly. 

Carrie’s face grew pale. 

“And why didn’t you expect him to show up?” 
she demanded. 

“Well,” replied John, “I don’t think he meant to 
in the first place.” 

“John Spencer!” cried Carrie, angrily. “How 
dare you talk like that of my brother? You know 
better. He would be here if he possibly could.” 

John sprang to his feet and approached Carrie. 

“T didn’t mean to hurt your feelings, Carrie,” he 
said softly. “Perhaps I am wrong. Maybe Bill 
can’t get here.” 

But Carrie refused to be comforted. 

“You know you think he didn’t mean to come,” 
she cried, breaking into tears. “You think he is 
afraid to come.” 

John said nothing. Carrie turned on him angrily. 

“Do you?” she demanded. “Do you think he is 
afraid to come?” 

“Well,” said John quietly, “I can’t lie about it. 
That’s what I think.” 
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“We'll give him half an hour’s grace, anyhow,” 
decided Dick. “We'll wait until half past three 
for him.” 

John consented to this, and they sat down to 
wait. 

A quarter after three came and no Billy. Half 
past three and still Billy had failed to put in an 
appearance. 

John rose to go. 

“T’m sorry,” he said to Carrie and the others, but 
speaking chiefly to Carrie. “I’m sorry. I would 
have settled the feud right here, but Billy ap- 
parently does not want to do that.” 

He turned to his sister. 

“Come, Dorothy,” he said quietly. “We may as 
well go.” 

With tears in her eyes, the girl rose to her feet. 
John bowed to the others, and slowly brother and 
sister made their way down the road. 

Carrie, also in tears, Mabel, Shirley and Dick 
started off toward the Ellison home. 

Half way there they encountered Sheriff Johnson, 
who seemed to be greatly excited. 

“Have you seen Benton?” he demanded of Dick. 

“No. Why?” 

“Well, we captured Billy this morning, and I left 
Benton in charge while I came back to the village. 
When I went back both were gone.” 

“Do you think Billy has escaped ?” 
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“J don’t know, I am afraid he may have shot 
Benton.” 

“No such luck,” said Dick. 

The sheriff moved on. 

“There,” said Carrie, “I knew Billy would have 
been here if possible.” 

“T was sure of it, too,” declared Shirley. 

“So was I,” said Dick, “but it will be hard to 
make John believe it.” 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 
SHIRLEY HAS AN INSPIRATION. 


“Wat on earth do you suppose can have hap- 
pened to Billy and the hermit?” asked Mabel at the 
supper table, still persisting in calling the deputy by 
his self-given title. 

“Well,” said Dick, “unless I am mistaken Benton 
has hidden him in his cabin.” 

“Why should he do that?” 

Again Dick repeated his interview with Benton. 

“But the reward has already been offered. Why 
doesn’t Benton turn him over to the sheriff and 
claim his share of it?” asked Shirley. 

“Because he wants to get it all, I should say,” 
said Carrie. 

“My idea exactly,” agreed Dick. “And to get the 
reward, it will be necessary to turn him over to the 
county authorities, or the state authorities at 'rank- 
fort.” 

“Then why should he hide Billy in his cabin? 
Perhaps he has gone with him already.” 

“T doubt it,” said Dick slowly. “I believe he 
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would be afraid to take a chance of trying to spirit 
Billy away right now. He would be afraid the 
sheriff suspected him and would be on the lookout.” 

“T see,” said Shirley. “Then the chances are that 
Billy is held prisoner in the cabin in the moun- 
tains.” 

“That would be my solution of the disappearance 
of the two,” Dick agreed. 

“But are we going to let him carry Billy away?” 
demanded Carrie. “Can’t we rescue him?” 

“Tt’s bad business, interfering with the law,” 
said Dick quietly, “and Benton undoubtedly has the 
law on his side.” 

“Perhaps we could help Billy without Benton 
being the wiser,” said Mabel slowly. 

“In what way?” asked Carrie anxiously. 

“Well, couldn’t some of us lure Benton away 
from the cabin, while Dick creeps in and lets Billy 
loose ?” 

“We might be able to do that,” agreed Dick. 
“But it is hardly a task to be accomplished in the 
night time. We'll look over the ground to-morrow 
and see what can be done.” 

With this the three girls were forced to be con- 
tent, and each went to bed with the hope in her 
breast that some means of freeing Billy might be 
found. 

All were up bright and early next morning, and 
eagerly awaited Dick’s coming. 


IN THE MOUNTAINS 201 


“The sheriff is on the warpath,” were the lad’s 
first words. 

“What's the matter?” asked Carrie in alarm. 

“Well, he suspects that Benton has played him 
false. He has sworn in half a dozen deputies and 
they are scouring the mountain roads.” 

“Do you think they will find the cabin?” asked 
Mabel, in consternation. 

“T doubt it. The sheriff probably believes Benton 
is making tracks for Barboursville or some other 
town, and the search most likely will be confined to 
the roads. No, I don’t believe they will find the 
cabin.” 

“Don’t you think,” said Shirley, “that it would 
be a good idea to tell John and Dorothy why Billy 
failed to show up yesterday afternoon?’ 

“T do,” said Dick. 

“Then we'll go there before starting for the cabin 
in the mountains,” said Shirley with decision. 

This plan was carried out, and a short time later 
they reached the Spencer home. John and Dorothy 
greeted them warmly enough. 

“Spencer,” said Dick, “you were mistaken in 
-Billy’s reason for not putting in an appearance 
yesterday.” 

“Yes?” said John, somewhat skeptically. ‘What 
was his reason then?” 

“His reason,” interrupted Shirley, “was because 
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he was in the hands of Sheriff Johnson and a state 
officer.” 

“Is that so?” exclaimed John in surprise. “By 
George! I’m glad to hear that—no, I don’t mean 
that I’m glad he has been captured,” he added with 
a smile, as he noticed the looks on the other faces, 
“T mean because he had a good reason for not show- 
ing up. I didn’t like to think Bill was a coward. 
Where is he now?” 

“We don’t know exactly,” replied Shirley, and 
she explained what Sheriff Johnson had told them, 
and what they believed. 

“You are undoubtedly right,” said John. “And 
are you going to try and get him out of this man 
Benton’s hands?” 

“Yes; we are on our way there now. But we 
wanted to tell you first that Billy was no coward.” 

“And I am glad you did,” said John soberly. 
“Now, I am going to go with you.” 

The others looked at him in surprise. 

“Yes,” he continued. “Billy and I can settle our 
difficulties afterwards. The first thing is to get 
him away from Benton.” 

He reéntered the house, and appeared a few 
moments later with his rifle. _ 

“There is no need of you girls going,” he said. 
“Dick and I can attend to Benton.” 

“But we are going,” said Shirley stoutly. “We 
don’t expect to do any fighting, but we want to 
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be on hand. We’ve all got our guns, see,” and she 
exposed the butt of her little revolver. 

“And Carrie and I are armed,” said Mabel. 

“Then I shall get mine, too,” declared Dorothy, 
and ran into the house, returning in a few moments 
with a small pearl-handled revolver. 

“Well, let’s go,’ said Shirley, and they started 
off in the direction of the little cabin in the moun- 
tains. 

It was by no means such an easy matter as they 
had figured to again find the hermit’s hut, for it sat 
well back from any much used path, and the girls 
could not remember its location. 

Carrie, however, being more familiar with moun- 
tain distances and directions than the others, had a 
general sense of the direction, and after some hours 
of hunting, they at last came within sight of the 
cabin. 

“We don’t want to be seen under any circum- 
stances,’ John warned. “It would never do to put 
Benton on‘his guard.” 

“Don’t you think we had better wait till night 
before approaching?” asked Mabel. “If Benton is 
in there now he would be bound to see us before 
we get to the house.” 

“That’s not a bad idea,” agreed Dick. 

“TI should say we had better act upon it,” agreed 
John. “We'll stay out of sight here until after 
datk. Of course, if Benton goes out, it will be that 
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much easier, for we can slip up and cut Bill free.” 

Accordingly, Mabel’s plan was adopted. 

It was now a little after noon, and all the after- 
noon the two boys and four girls sat in their places 
of concealment, back among the trees where they 
could get a good view of the cabin without being 
seen themselves. 

Several times during the day they saw Benton’s 
figure standing in the doorway, and each time they 
thought he might go away for a few minutes. But, 
after glancing searchingly about, each time he re- 
turned to the cabin. 

The big Newfoundland dog also appeared in the 
door once or twice, then went back in to his master. 

“T hope we don’t have the dog to contend with,” 
said John. 

“Tf we do, just leave him to me,” said Dick. “He 
and I are friends already. He’ll remember me.” 

Darkness came at last, and John and Dick pre- 
pared to move forward. Shirley again refused to 
remain behind, but she would not hear of the other 
girls accompanying the boys, so in spite of their 
protests they were left. 

Slowly and cautiously Dick, John and Shirley 
made their way through the darkness, from the 
shelter of the trees toward the open window of the 
little cabin. Close to it at last, at Dick’s command 
they stopped and listened. Voices came from the 
house. 
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Said Benton: 

“We'll be moving in another hour. I want to get 
you to Barboursville as soon as possible and claim 
the reward for your capture.” 

“You didn’t have any more to do with my cap- 
ture than Sheriff Johnson,” declared Billy. 

“Well, I'll get the reward just the same,” was the 
sneering reply. 

“Not if I can help it,” said Billy quietly. “Tl 
tell the authorities there just what a coward you are. 
You were afraid to try and take me alone.” 

“You think so, do you? Well, I'll show you.” 

Through the open window the watchers saw 
Benton stride across the cabin, and they saw the 
evil smile on his lips. 

“Take that!’ came his voice. 

The three outside listened eagerly. 

“You shall answer to me for that,” said Billy 
quietly. ‘“Untie my hands, and I'll promise you 
you won't do it again.” 

“T guess you are pretty much of a coward your- 
self,” said Benton with a sneer- “You shot a man 
in the back.” 

“That,” came Billy’s voice, “is a lie. I didn’t 
do it.” 

“Maybe you know who did then, eh?” 

“No I don’t, but I will before many days have 
passed.” 

“T don’t think you will,” declared Benton with a 
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laugh. “You'll be behind the bars in Barboursville 
by this time to-morrow night.” 

At that moment there was a low growl from the 
dog. Benton looked at him sharply. 

“What's the matter?’ he demanded. 

Again the dog growled, and approached the door. 

“Somebody out there?” asked Benton. 

Taking Shirley by the arm, Dick and John hustled 
her hastily back to the shelter of the woods, where 
they arrived just in time to drop down out of sight 
as Benton opened the door and flashed his lamp 
across the ground. 

“False alarm, I guess,” they heard his voice. 

But the dog was not so easily satisfied. Instead 
of following Benton into the house, he put his nose 
to the ground and came toward the three crouching 
figures. 

As he came closer, Dick whistled softly. 

“Come here, boy,’’ he called. 

Evidently the dog recognized him, for he came 
forward quietly and with wagging tail. Dick put 
his arms around the dog’s neck, and John, unstrap- 
ping his belt, quickly tied up the animal’s forefeet. 

“He’s safe enough now,” he said. 

All this time Shirley had been wrapped in thought. 
But now, suddenly, she gave a startled exclamation. 

Dick and John looked at her queerly in the dark- 
ness. 

“What’s the matter?” asked Dick. 
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For a moment the girl did not reply; then she 
said slowly: 

“John, I believe I know the name of the man 
who shot you!” 
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CHAPTER XX. 
SHIRLEY PROVES HER STATEMENT. 


Dick was almost taken off his feet with surprise. 
John was no less amazed. 

“What did you say?” he demanded, believing he 
must have misunderstood. 

“T said,” replied Shirley quietly, “that I know who 
shot you.” 

“Impossible,” said John. 

“Why haven’t you spoken sooner, then?” de- 
manded Dick. 

“Because I didn’t know until a moment ago,” 
was the reply. 

“Well,” said John quietly, “who was it?” 

“Benton,” said the girl briefly. 

“But why on earth should Benton shoot me?” 
exclaimed John in amazement. 

Dick, who had been greatly surprised by Shirley’s 
remarkable statement, had been thinking rapidly 
since. Now he nodded his head slowly. 

“Why didn’t I think of it sooner?” he muttered. 
He turned to Shirley. “There is no question that 
you are right,” he said. 
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“But,” protested John, “I am still in the dark. 
Why should he shoot me? I never saw the man 
before.” 

“He shot you,” said Shirley, “because he was 
getting tired of waiting for you to shoot Billy or for 
Willy to shoot you,” and she went on to explain. 

“What a cowardly brute he is,” muttered John, 
as Dick took up the story, and related what he 
{new. 

“He is indeed,” replied Dick, “but we shall make 
him answer for it.” 

“Just leave him to me,” said John quietly. “I'll 
attend to his case while you two release Billy.” 

Dick took a long look at the now angry John. 
Then he turned away with a smile. 

“So be it,” he said quietly. 

“Come,” said John, “there is no need to wait 
longer, and I am anxious to have a few words with 
Mr. Benton.” 

Again they advanced slowly and cautiously 
toward the cabin, which they reached without be- 
ing discovered. Dick put his hand on the knob and 
turned it gently. The door swung open without a 
sound, and the boy stepped inside, his revolver in 
his hand. 

John followed him, and Shirley followed the 
latter. 

- Benton’s back was toward the door when the 
three entered, and he did not see them. Billy, 
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however, was facing the door, and he recognized 
the three figures as they appeared on the inside. 
In spite of the fact that Billy must have been greatly 
surprised at this sudden arrival of help, he did not 
so much as betray their presence by a word or 
glance. 

Shirley closed the door behind her. Dick took 
a step forward. 

“Now, Benton,” he called sharply. 

The big man whirled about and his hand went 
to his pocket. 

“None of that,’ cried Dick, levelling his own 
weapon. 

Benton’s hands dropped to his side. 

“What do you want?” he growled. 

“First,” said Dick quietly, “we want your pris- 
oner.”” 

“You will interfere with an officer of the law 
at your peril,” said Benton angrily. 

“And second,” declared John stepping forward, 
and unheeding Benton’s last words, “we want you.” 

Benton looked at John in surprise. 

“Want me!” he exclaimed. 

Shirley stepped-close to Benton, and shaking her 
finger in his face, exclaimed fiercely: 

“Yes, we want you, you coward, bully and 
would-be-assassin !” 

Benton staggered back. 

“What do you mean?” he cried. 
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“You know what I mean,” declared Shirley. 
“Who was it shot John Spencer in the woods?” 

“Why—why, it was Bill Ellison,’ stammered 
Benton. 

“That is not true,” said Shirley quietly. “You 
shot him yourself!” 

“Who says I shot him?” demanded Benton with 
an air of bravado. 

“T say so!” said Shirley. 

“Tt is not true! Who saw the shot fired ?” 

“No one, that I know of; but there is no use 
denying it. .I know that you shot John Spencer.” 

“T deny it!” shouted Benton. 

Shirley smiled quietly. 

“Denials are useless,’ she replied calmly. “How 
does it happen you didn’t hit a vital spot?” 

“My hand was unsteady,” said Benton quickly; 
then, “No! No! I didn’t mean that—I mean us 

“T think you have said enough, Mr. Benton,” said 
John quietly. He turned to Dick and Shirley. “I’m 
going to take him on the outside and have a little 
talk with him,” he said quietly. 

Dick smiled. . 

“First relieve him of his guns,” he said quietly. 

He approached and felt through Benton’s pockets, 
and confiscated two revolvers. 

“Now,” he said, “you follow Spencer out the 
door.” 

For a moment Benton hesitated. He looked at 
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Shirley and the two boys closely; then he went out 
the door after John. 

Dick and Shirley immediately sprang to Billy’s 
side and cut his bonds. Then they assisted him to 
his feet, and he stretched his cramped arms and 
legs. 

“By George! I am glad to see you,” he cried. 
“It seems to me I have been tied up there for a 
month.” 

“Tell us how they caught you,” said Shirley. 

“Well,” replied Billy, “I was making my way 
back to fulfill my appointment with John at the 
Forks, when I was suddenly confronted by Sheriff 
Johnson and this man Benton. They had me cov- 
ered before I could move a finger, and there was 
nothing to do but surrender. Then Johnson left me 
in Benton’s care while he returned to the village 
for something. 

“No sooner had the sheriff gone, than Benton 
ordered me to walk before him, and he brought me 
here. Several times along the way I thought of 
making a break for liberty, but every time I looked 
back, he had his gun levelled squarely at me. I 
knew it was no tse. When we got here he tied 
me up just like you found me. That’s all there is 
to it. I was sorry I was unable to get there as I 
had promised.” 

“John was somewhat disappointed, also,” said 
Dick. “He accused you of cowardice.” 
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“He did!” exclaimed Billy. “Well, I’ll make him 
take that back.” 

“But when you didn’t show up, what was he to 
think?” demanded Shirley. 

“That makes no difference,” declared Billy. “I 
won’t stand for being called a coward, no matter 
what I may do.” 

“But certainly there is no need of your fighting 
now,” said Dick earnestly. “John has gone out 
of his way to help you. You can’t fight him after 
that.” 

“He'll have to fight or apologize for calling me 
a coward,” declared Billy angrily. 

“He has already said he was glad to learn you 
were not a coward,” said Shirley. 

“That is not enough,” said Billy. “He shall 
apologize to me, too.” 

“T doubt if he’ll do that,’’ said Dick. “I wouldn't, 
in his place.” 

“Neither would I,” declared Shirley. ‘You are 
unreasonable, Billy.” 

“No I’m not,” declared the lad stubbornly. “He'll 
have to fight!” 

“And I hope he gives you a good lacing,” said} 
Dick, losing his temper. 

“Maybe you'd like to try it,’ exclaimed Billy. 

“By George! I believe I would,’ said Dick 
angrily. 

Shirley stepped quickly between the two boys. 
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“That’s enough of this,’ she said sternly. “What 
is the matter with you two anyway?” 

The two boys looked at each other angrily, and 
at last Dick turned away with a shrug. 

“Come on, let’s go,” he said. 

He led the way from the cabin, the others fol- 
lowing closely. At the door he stopped, his gaze 
bent upon a curious sight in the darkness. He 
threw up his hand and Billy and Shirley came to 
a pause behind him. 

Perhaps twenty yards away two figures strug- 
gled swiftly and silently in the darkness. Dick 
recognized them at once. They were Benton and 
John Spencer. 

Benton topped John by a good three inches, but 
the latter was strong and as light as a cat on his 
feet. Dick saw him darting around the “hermit” 
with perfect ease, darting in and out, landing blows 
and getting away without being hurt in return. 

The three stood still and watched the combat. 
Suddenly John stepped inside the other’s guard 
quickly, and there came a sharp “spat! spat!” 

The bigger man reeled in his tracks, then crum- 
pled up suddenly and hit the ground with a crash. 

Dick raised a feeble cheer, in which Shirley 
joined. Billy, however, uttered no sound. 

John approached Dick. 

“What shall we do with him?” he asked, indi- 
cating Benton. 
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“Stir him up, take him to the village and turn 
him over to the sheriff,” he replied. ‘There were 
three of us heard his admission that his hand was 
unsteady when he shot at you. That’s enough 
to hold him.” 

“Right you are,” agreed John. 

He again approached Benton, and stirred his pros- 
trate foe with the toe of his shoe. 

“Get up out of there,” he commanded. 

The “hermit” groaned feebly, but at last got 
slowly to his feet. The first person on whom his 
eyes rested was Shirley. He took a quick step 
toward her, and the girl shrank back as he ex- 
claimed : 

“You are the cause of all this. I knew you were 
spying on me the first time I saw you. Ill get 
even with you yet.” 

Shirley faced him boldly. 

“You can’t frighten me,” she said firmly. “You 
are a great big good-for-nothing, and I hope they 
send you to prison for life! So there!” 

“That’s enough talk, Benton,’ said Dick, ap- 
proaching with drawn revolver. “Right about face, 
and march on ahead of us. Make a single false 
move and I'll pull the trigger. Move!” 

With a ferocious scowl at the boy, Benton obeyed. 
The others walked after him. 

A few moments later they came to where they 
had left Mabel, Carrie and Dorothy. At sight of 
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her brother, Carrie ran forward and threw her 
arms around his neck. 
“Oh, Billy!” she cried. 
Shirley called the attention of the girls to Benton. 
“Here,” she said, “is the man who shot John.’ 
“T knew Billy didn’t do it!’ cried Carrie and 
Dorothy in one voice. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 
THE MOB. 


Tuis exclamation from the two girls seemed to 
remind John of something. He walked over to 
Billy, who stood a little apart from the others, and 
extended his hand. 

“T called you a coward,” he said quietly, “and I 
am sorry. I should have known better. Will you 
shake hands?” 

Billy made no offer to take the extended hand. 

“You knew I didn’t shoot you in the back,” he 
said angrily. “You just said that to gain sym- 
pathy.” 

John looked at him in surprise. 

“Surely you know better than that,” he replied. 
*As I said I thought you did it, and I said so. I’m 
sorry now.” 

He still held out his hand, but Billy refused to 
take it, and turned away, muttering: 

“You can’t get out of it as easy as all that. You'll 
have to answer to me.” 

“Of course, if that’s the way you feel about it, all 
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right,” said John, holding his temper with an effort. 

“Well, that’s the way I feel,” declared Billy, 
turning on him. “You accused me of being afraid 
to fight you. [ll show you.” 

“Suit yourself,” said John. “You'll always find 
me ready.” 

He made his way back to the others. 

“T apologized,” he said with a shrug of his 
shoulders, “but it’s no use. Billy insists on fight- 
ing.” 

“After what you have done for him?’ demanded 
Shirley. “I'll speak a few words to him myself.” 
She approached Billy, who still stood aside from 
the others. “What is the matter with you, Billy 
Ellison?” she demanded. ‘“Aren’t you big enough 
to quit being such a baby? A while back you were 
willing to talk peace, and now that John is willing, 
you object.” 

“He called me a coward,”’ mumbled Billy, 

“He apologized, didn’t he?” 

Billy said nothing. 

“What if he-did call you a coward?” continued 
Shirley. “That doesn’t make you one, does it? 
You ought to be ashamed of yourself. Come, now, 
be a good boy and accept John’s overture of friend- 
ship.” 

“I’m going to give him a good thrashing first,” 
declared Billy. 

Shirley raised her hands in a gesture of dismay. 
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“Tve done all I can,” she said finally. 

She walked away and rejoined the others. A few 
moments later all started home through the dark- 
ness. It was a long walk and it was late when they 
arrived. John and Dorothy walked all the way 
with them, and then returned to their own home. 
As John started to walk away, Billy accosted him. 

“The same time to-morrow afternoon?” he asked 
significantly. 

“All right,” agreed John. “T’ll be there.” 

Shirley had also heard this remark. 

“We'll all be there,” she said quietly. 

All were tired out, so it did not take them long 
to get to bed, and a moment after their heads struck 
the pillows, they were sound asleep. 

Benton, for safekeeping, had been securely bound 
in the parlor. He had been permitted to lie down on 
the sofa, and then Billy had tied him tightly with a 
heavy rope. 

“We'll take him to the village and turn him over 
to the sheriff the first thing in the morning,” he 
declared. 

Breakfast over the following morning, Billy and 
Dick, who had remained all night at the Ellison 
home, started to town with their prisoner. An hour 
later the three girls decided upon a walk to the 
village and also set out. 

Halfway to town Billy, Dick and their prisoner 
met the sheriff coming toward them, and with him 
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were half a dozen other men. The sheriff was the 
first to see Billy, and he drew his revolver. 

“Hands up!” he said, as he approached. 

Billy’s hands went into the air, and he smiled. 

“You don’t want me, sheriff,” he called. “Here 
is the man you want,” and he indicated Benton. 

Benton opened his mouth to speak, but Dick 
silenced him with a look. 

“And what do I want with him?” demanded the 
sheriff. 

“Why,” interrupted Dick, “he’s the man who shot 
John Spencer.” 

The sheriff gazed at him incredulously. 

“Oh, it’s true enough,” said Dick. “We have 
witnesses to his confession.” 

“But why did he do it? That’s what I want to 
know,” demanded the sheriff. 

“Well, he was after the reward,” said Dick, and 
went into details. 

“T see,” said the sheriff. He turned to Billy. 
“T am sorry I suspected you, Bill,” he declared, “but 
you can appreciate my position.” 

“That's all right, sheriff,” responded Billy. “You 
are not to blame. Now we'll turn Benton over to 
you, and you can lock him up.” 

“All right. TIl take charge of him.” He mo- 
tioned to his men and they surrounded Benton. 

At another word from the sheriff they turned 
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and made toward the village with their prisoner, 
Dick and Billy following them. 

“We'll have to get Spencer to make a charge 
against him,” said the sheriff. 

“Wait till I get my motorcycle and I’ll get him 
for you,” said Dick. 

An hour later he was speeding toward the Spencer 
home. On the road he passed the three girls 
making their way toward the village. They called 
to him as he flashed by, but he waved his hand in 
reply and did not pause. 

Sheriff Johnson clapped Benton in jail with scant 
ceremony. The door had been repaired since the 
man had made his first escape, but in spite of this 
Sheriff Johnson detailed two of his deputies to stand 
guard. 

“We won't take any chance with him this time,” 
he said grimly. 

Word of the capture of Benton spread rapidly 
through the village. At first, the news that he had 
been the one to shoot John called only mild sur- 
prise; but as the men and youths got together and 
discussed the matter they became angry. 

If Billy had done the shooting they would have 
had little to say, for the rough mountaineers were 
firmly of the belief that a feud should be settled 
in the old-fashioned way. But for a stranger to 
interfere, and shoot down one of the principals— 
that was another matter. 
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And the more the topic was discussed, the angrier 
the men became. 

“This hound Benton is no good, boys,” said one, 
addressing possibly twenty others, “and if he is 
brought to trial what will be his punishment? Per- 
haps a week or two in jail, or a small fine. I say 
that is not enough.” 

“So do I! and I! and I!’ came the cries from 
the others. 

“Well, then,” said the first speaker, “what are we 
going to do about it? What business has he inter- 
fering in our affairs up here in the mountains, 
anyway?” 

And the answer came from all: 

“None!” 

“Good. I see you all think as I do. Now, the 
question is, what shall we do with him?” 

“Hang him,’ came the cry from one man, and 
the others took it up: 

“Hang him! Hang him!’ 

“The trouble is,’ said the first speaker, after the 
commotion had died down, ‘‘that the sheriff and his 
deputies may object. Then what?” 

“Hang him anyway!” 

“Good! Then follow me.” 

The men sprang to their feet with alacrity and 
moved toward the jail. 

When Shirley, Mabel and Carrie reached the 
town they thought first of Billy and then of Benton. 
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Billy they encountered as they walked along the 
main street. 

“What have you done with Benton?’ asked 
Carrie. 

“He’s locked up,”’ was the boy’s reply. 

“And where is Dick?” inquired Shirley. 

“He’s gone to get John to make a charge against 
Benton.” 

“T wonder if we could see Benton?” asked Mabel. 

“What on earth for?” demanded Shirley. 

“Oh, no particular reason,” said Mabel. “TI just 
thought I’d like to see how he looks in a place like 
he would have put Billy.” 

“T guess we can see him if we want to,” said 
Billy. “Come on, we'll go to the jail.” 

The guard on the outside offered no objection to 
their going in, one offering to accompany them to 
prevent Benton’s making a dash for liberty. He 
unlocked the door and stepped in. Billy and the 
three girls followed him. 

It was the first time that either had been in 
the interior of a jail. This place was very small, 
and had accommodations for only four prisoners, 
in bunks scattered about the little room. The win- 
dows were barred, but there were no cells. 

The visitors approached Benton and tried to en- 
gage him in conversation, but he only snarled at 
them and refused to talk. For some minutes they 
continued their efforts, then Shirley said: 
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“Well, he won’t talk. We may as well go.” 

They turned toward the door, but as they would 
have passed out they halted. From without came 
the sound of excited voices. Shirley peered around 
the edge of the opened door. 

A crowd of perhaps twenty men faced the jail, 
between them and the prison only the single deputy. 
As Shirley looked out the latter was shouting: 

“T tell you you can’t go in! I’ve been put here 
to guard this man, and I am going to do it.” 

“Come now, Tom,” said a voice from the crowd, 
“we don’t want to hurt you, but we have come after 
Benton and we mean to have him.” 

“You won’t get him while I’m here,” was the 
stout reply. 

At that moment he heard Shirley behind him, and 
he half turned toward her. That proved his un- 
doing. 

Two men leaped from the crowd, and before the 
deputy could defend himself, they had overpowered 
him; and as they pounced upon him, they knocked 
his revolver from his hand. The weapon fell almost 
at Shirley’s feet and she stooped and picked it up. 

At this moment the second deputy, who had been 
inside the jail with the girls and Billy, attracted by 
the sounds of confusion, stepped to the door. He 
took in the situation ata glance. His face paled. 

“Give us the prisoner, Art,’ came a voice from 
the crowd. 
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“T can’t boys,” said the deputy. “I’m here to see 
that he is kept safe.” 

“Then we'll come and get him. Step aside, we 
don’t want to hurt you, but you are no match for 
all of us.” 

For a moment the deputy hesitated ; then, his face 
very pale, he stepped forward. “TI can’t stop you,” 
he said. 

The crowd surged forward, but they encountered 
a new obstacle. In the doorway, with revolver 
levelled in a steady hand, stood Shirley. 

“Stand back!” she cried. 
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CHAPTER XXViIE 
SHIRLEY’S BRAVERY. 


THE crowd recoiled. 

Billy, Mabel and Carrie, who had also been at- 
tracted by the cries from without, hurried to her 
side. Billy was the first to realize the seriousness 
of the situation, and he turned to Shirley in alarm. 

“Put down that gun!” he commanded, “or we 
shall all be killed.” 

He attempted to take the revolver from her hand. 
But Shirley pushed him away. At the same time 
the crowd moved forward again. 

Shirley faced the crowd with a flush on her face. 

“Stand back!” she cried again. 

One man advanced ahead of the others, and, lift- 
ing his hat, spoke. 

“We don’t want to hurt you, miss,” he said 
quietly, “but we mean to have the prisoner.” 

“What are you going to do with him?” demanded 
Shirley. 

“Hang him,” was the quiet response. 

Shirley stared at him in amazement. 

“And you call yourselves Christian men!” she 
exclaimed. “Well, you won't get him as long as I 
can prevent it.” 

“Take the gun away from her, Bill,” came a 
voice from the crowd. 

Billy shook his head. 

“I can’t do it,” he replied. 

Shirley faced the crowd angrily. 
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“No, he can’t do it,” she agreed, with a slight 
smile on her face. “And neither can any of you. 
The first man that makes a move toward me, T Il 
shoot.” 

The crowd surged backward and forward, but no 
man advanced toward the girl. 

“Youareapack of cowards!’ she exclaimed. “Ben- 
ton is under arrest, and will be punished. What 
have you to do with it? Let the law take its course.” 

“But the law will not be severe enough, miss,” said 
a man from the crowd. “He'll get off too easily.” 

“That’s no reason why you should hang him,” 
declared Shirley. “And you won’t hang him as 
long as I am here.” 

She faced them resolutely, and for a moment 
there was silence. 

“Come on, boys,” said one man in the crowd 
finally, “she won’t shoot. We shall just walk in.” 

“Don’t you think I won’t shoot,” cried Shirley. 
“T will do my best to save the prisoner’s life.” 

In vain Billy tried to reason with her. Shirley 
was very angry and beyond all reason. 

“T’ll tell you what, boys,” said another voice from 
the crowd, “the girl is right. Benton has done 
nothing to merit killing, but just the same he should 
be punished severely. Now suppose we figure out 
some more pleasant punishment. Perhaps she won't 
object to that. Will you, miss?” 

“Tt all depends on what it is,” replied Shirley, 
still maintaining her position. 

“Ride him on a rail!” shouted a voice. 

“Tar and feather him!” cried another, and other 
voices took it up. 

“Tar and feather him!” 
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“Take him up to Thompson’s place and dip him,” 
came the cry. “Thompson is roofing his house, 
and the tar will be just right.” 

At last the crowd grew silent, and one man ad- 
dressed Shirley. 

“Will you allow that?” he asked, somewhat def- 
erentially. 

“Why, I don’t know,” said Shirley. “Will it 
hurt him?” 

“Not much,” said Billy, smiling in spite of the 
seriousness of the situation. “I reckon it’ll hurt his 
feelings worse than anything.” 

“What do they do?” asked Shirley. 

“Dip him in tar, and then roll him in feathers,” 
said Billy. 

“And you are sure it won’t hurt him?” 

“Sure,” said Billy. 

Shirley turned toward the man who acted as 
spokesman for the crowd. 

“And you are not telling me this just to get your 
hands on the prisoner?” she asked. 

“No, miss,” was the reply. “Any man that tries 
anything else shall have me to deal with.” 

“In that case,” said Shirley, “I shall leave him 
to you.” 

She lowered her revolver and stepped aside. 
With a cry of joy the crowd surged forward again 
and into the jail. 

Cries of alarm came from Benton and shouts and 
pleas for mercy; but the laughter of the crowd 
almost drowned these. Three minutes later Ben- 
ton, struggling desperately, was being hustled along 
in the direction of the Thompson home, a quarter 
of a mile away. 
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“Come on, we'll go and see the fun,” said Mabel. 

“T don’t know that I want to see it,” said Shirley. 

Billy had already gone, as had the two deputies. 

“Oh, come on,” insisted Mabel. “I’m going any- 
way.” 

“Well, we might as well go, then,” said Shirley. 
“Come on, Carrie.” 

They followed in the wake of the crowd and its 
struggling prisoner. 

At his home Thompson was busily engaged in 
tarring the roof of his house. A huge boiling pot 
of tar was near by. Perceiving the crowd ap- 
. proaching, Thompson descended from the roof and 
advanced to meet them. The girls had caught up’ 
with the crowd, and were able to hear what passed. 

“We’ve got the man who shot John Spencer,” 
said one of the crowd, stepping aside to give Thomp- 
son a look at him. 

“I’m glad to hear that,” said Thompson; “but 
what are you bringing him here for?” 

“Why, we want to borrow a little of your tar, 
Thompson,” said one of the crowd. 

Thompson smiled. 

“Help yourselves,” he said, throwing his arms 
wide in an expressive gesture. 

“Also,” said the spokesman, “we should like to 
have some feathers.” 

“T guess my wife can let you have some,” said 
Thompson, smiling again. “I'll find out.” 

He returned a few moments later, carrying in 
his arms a huge feather bed. 

“How'll this do?” he asked. 

“Fine!” came the voices from the crowd. 

All this time Benton had been struggling des- 
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perately to free himself, and the girls had watched 
the proceedings curiously. Now two men laid hold 
of the prisoner and advanced toward the tar pot. 

“To the tar!” came the cries from the crowd. 

“Lay hold of his feet, some of you,” cried the 
spokesman. 

Two men sprang to obey. 

“Keep his face out of harm’s way,” said the 
spokesman. “Just dip him, that’s all; some of you 
spread the feathers out,” he added. 

Two men sprang to this task and with their 
knives slashed the bed. Luckily there was no wind, 
and the feathers lay in a heap. 

The girls approached closer to get a better view. 
Two men held Benton by the head and two by the 
feet; and then, in spite of his frantic struggles, they 
held him poised for a moment over the edge of the 
pot of tar, and then lowered him. 

There came a cry as the man touched the hot tar, 
but it was more of fear than of pain. Once, twice, 
three times they dipped him, and when they at last 
brought him out, he was perfectly black, all but his 
face. His hands had not escaped, however, and 
the pitch black tar clung to them and burned. 

Quickly his captors advanced, still carrying him, 
toward the pile of feathers, and here all took a hand. 
They rolled him first this way and then that, and 
back and forth and back and forth again; and then 
they allowed him to get up. 

And as he arose to his feet the girls broke into 
shriek after shriek of laughter, and no wonder, for 
Benton was a sight. 

With feathers in his mouth, Benton stood up 
and looked at the crowd angrily, and they laughed 
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and howled at him. He stuttered and sputtered as 
he tried to get the feathers out of his mouth. Then 
he started to run. 

It was the most amusing spectacle Shirley had 
ever seen, this man who now looked like a big black 
and white bird, as he took to his heels and darted 
away. But he didn’t run far. A man in the crowd 
put forth a foot, and Benton stumbled over it. He 
went tumbling over the ground. 

The girls laughed and laughed until their sides 
ached; and the men howled in glee; and while the 
merriment was at its height a newcomer took a 
hand in affairs. 

The newcomer was Sheriff Johnson. 

“What is going on here?” he demanded, rushing 
up. “Where is my prisoner?” 

Before any one could reply, the sheriff saw the 
man of tar and feathers arise from the ground and 
come toward him. The sheriff started back. 

“What is this?” he demanded, looking at Benton 
curiously. “What is it, man or bird?” 

Again the crowd howled in its merriment, and 
the girls laughed aloud. 

“Well, as I live,” said the sheriff, after taking 
another quick look, “it’s Benton, my prisoner. 
What are you doing here?” 

“They brought me here,” cried Benton, in a whin- 
ing voice, indicating the crowd with a sweeping 
gesture. “They tarred and feathered me.” 

“So I see,” replied the sheriff dryly, restraining 
his amusement with difficulty. Then, with a pe- 
culiar light in his eyes, he turned upon the crowd. 
“The next man who interferes with this prisoner,” 
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he said quietly, “will have me to deal with, and I 
promise him that [’'ll land him in jail.” 

He turned again to Benton. 

“Get a move on you now,” he commanded, “and 
head back toward the jail. Ill see that you are not 
molested in the future, and I'll also see that you are 
kept safe.” 

Benton needed no urging, and started away as 
rapidly as his feathered condition would permit. 
And the crowd followed, hooting and howling at 
every step. 

“T am afraid,” said Shirley, “that I did wrong in 
letting the crowd get him.” 

“You did perfectly right,” declared Carrie. “If 
you had not agreed to the tar and feathers they 
would have taken him anyhow.” 

“And some one would have been hurt,” added 
Mabel. 

“Yes,” said Shirley quietly, “some one would 
have been hurt if they had tried it. But still, Ben- 
ton got no more than he deserved.” 

“T should say he didn’t!” agreed Carrie. 

“And it was funny, wasn’t it?” said Mabel, and 
broke into a laugh at the remembrance of how Ben- 
ton looked in his suit of feathers and tar. 

Her laugh was contagious, and again the girls 
screamed in merriment. 

“IT should say it was funny,” declared Carrie 
between bursts of laughter. 

“Funniest thing I ever saw,” gasped Shirley, 
wiping the tears from her eyes. 

She glanced at her watch. 

“Almost noon,” she said. “We shall have to 
hurry if we are to have lunch on time.” 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 
THE END OF THE FEUD. 


Dick returned to the village with John before 
noon, and the latter swore to a charge against 
Benton. The trial was set for the next morning, 
and as Benton shall have nothing further to do 
with this story, it may be mentioned here that he 
was found guilty and sentenced to six months in 
prison. 

John returned home immediately, telling Dick 
that he would be on hand that afternoon to meet 
Billy. Dick returned to the Ellison home, where 
he arrived just in time for lunch. 

Lunch over, all sat about until half-past two, 
when Billy arose and announced that he was going. 

“We are all going,” declared Shirley. 

Dick protested, but in vain. 

“We are going to see the end of this foolish 
quarrel,” declared Mabel. “It is your own fault 
that it has not been settled already, Billy.” 

“Right you are,” said Dick. “If Billy wasn’t so 
thundering stubborn, and would have met John half- 
way, this encounter wouldn’t be necessary. Per- 
haps John will knock some of this stubbornness out 
of him.” 

Billy whirled on him angrily. 

“Maybe you think you could do it,” he exclaimed. 
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Dick had his temper under perfect control, and 
smiled at him. 

“T think perhaps I might be able to,” he said 
pleasantly. 

“Well, when I’ve polished John Spencer off, I'll 
have a try at you,” declared Billy. 

“All right,” grinned Dick, “but when you are 
through with John I don’t believe you'll care about 
tackling any one else for some time to come.” 

Billy stepped forward with an angry retort on 
his lips, then turned suddenly away and made off 
down the road. A few minutes later Dick and the 
three girls followed him. 

John had not yet arrived when they reached the 
appointed place, and all sat down to wait for him. 
No word was spoken, for none felt in the humor for 
conversation. 

Ten minutes later, accompanied by Dorothy, John 
arrived. He greeted the others with a pleasant 
smile, and also smiled at Billy, who frowned back 
at him. 

“Well, as long as we are all here, we might as 
well begin at once,” said Dick, rising to his feet. 

“And what have you got to do with it?” de- 
manded Billy. 

“Me? Why, I’m the official referee.” 

“We don’t need your services,” growled Billy. 

“You are going to get them, just the same,” said 
Dick. “This fight is going to be pulled off accord- 
ing to rules. Are you agreeable, John?” 

“Suits me,” replied young Spencer, with a smile. 

Dick turned to the four girls. 

“Any objections?” he asked. 

The girls shook their heads. 
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“Good. Now, is this to be a finish fight, or 
what?” he asked of John and Billy. 

“Finish,” nodded Billy. 

Again John smiled. 

“Suits me,” he said quietly. 

“Now,” said Dick, “you must have seconds.” 

“Tl be Billy’s second,” said Carrie. 

“And I'll be John’s second,” declared Dorothy. 

Dick shook his head. 

“No,” he decided. “We shall have disinterested 
parties in both corners. Shirley, you will act as 
Billy’s second, and, Mabel, you will please do the 
honors for John.” 

He called the two fighters to him. 

“You will fight three-minute rounds,” he told 
them, “with a minute rest between rounds; and 
you will keep on fighting until one or the other 
gives in. And if you don’t stop fighting when I 
call time at the end of each round I’ll take a hand 
myself. Is that satisfactory?” 

Both nodded. 

“All right, then.” 

Dick drew out his watch and passed it to Carrie. 

“You will please keep the time,” he said. “After 
I call ‘time’ for the first round, you will let me know 
when three minutes have elapsed. Do you under- 
stand?” 

Carrie nodded affirmatively. 

“Good; then we might as well get started.” 

He sent the two lads to their respective stations, 
and, taking his own position, called out: 

“Time!” 

Billy and John advanced toward each other cau- 
tiously, their guards up. At last they came within 
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striking distance, but neither struck a blow. They 
circled about each other warily, each apparently 
waiting for the other to strike out first. 

For one minute, two minutes, they circled about. 

“Three minutes up,” called Carrie. 

“Time!” called Dick. 

The fighters returned to their places. 

“What kind of a fight do you call this?” de- 
manded Dick, although there was a slight smile on 
his face. “Is that the best you can do? I believe I 
could thrash both of you.” 

The minute of rest up, Dick called “time” again, 
and again the fighters approached each other. Again 
they went through the same maneuvers, neither 
apparently willing to deliver the first blow. 

“Why don’t you fight?” asked Dick: : 

At this, Billy struck out feebly at John. The 
latter guarded the blow easily, but did not offer to 
return it. 

He smiled. 

Billy noticed the smile on John’s face, and tried 
to keep his own expression stern. But this effort 
proved a failure, and a faint smile lighted up his 
own countenance. And still there had been no 
fighting. 

“What is this, a love match?” demanded Dick. 

And at that moment both fighters broke into a 
laugh, and in another moment they had clasped 
hands and were dancing about happily. 

“Time!” called Dick, but neither paid any atten- 
tion to him, 

“Here, here, what’s the matter?” demanded Dick, 
and, rushing up, tried to separate them. “Aren't 
you going to fight?” 
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Both Billy and John stopped their capering about 
and turned on him. 

“No, we are not going to fight!” shouted Billy. 
“We haven’t anything to fight about. Why should 
we fight?” 

“Yes, why should we fight?” exclaimed John. 

“Why,” said Dick, in well-feigned surprise, “I 
thought each of you wanted to thrash the other.” 

Billy smiled sheepishly. 

“Well, we don’t,” he replied, “and there can’t 
anybody make us fight, can they, John?” 

Again he extended his hand, and John grasped 
it heartily. 

“T should say not,” he agreed warmly. 

Dick stepped between them, and slapped both on 
the back. 

“Tm glad you fellows have come to your senses 
at last,” he said quietly. 

At this moment Carrie approached and threw her 
arms about Billy’s neck. 

“Oh, Billy, Billy!’ she cried. “I am so glad.” 

Billy stroked her hair affectionately. 

“Tf I had known it meant so much to you, Sis,” 
he said softly, “I would have done it long ago.” 

Dorothy also rushed forward and expressed her 
delight, and the four, two brothers and two sisters, 
clasped hands, as they had not done for months. 
Once again the boyhood and girlhood friends were 
without a misunderstanding between them. 

Shirley and Mabel now went up to them and ex- 
tended their hands. 

“You have made us very happy,” she said to Billy. 
“TI was sure your better self would win at last.” 
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She turned to John. “And you,” she said, “I never 
had any doubt of you.” 

“But,” said Carrie softly, “we will never forget 
that it was you and Mabel who brought this happi- 
ness about. Had it not been for you, the feud 
might have gone on for months, or until Billy or 
John had been killed.” 

“Oh, but we did nothing,” protested Shirley. 
“The boys would have come to their senses without 
Mabel and me interfering.” 

“No,” said Billy quietly, stepping forward and 
extending a hand to each of the girls, “we would 
not have come to our senses had it not been for you. 
At least, I wouldn’t have done so. I remember,” 
turning to Shirley, “that it was you who first showed 
me how foolish I was. But I was stubborn, and, 
besides, my pride wouldn’t let me give in. I can 
never thank you enough.” 

“Pride,” murmured Shirley to herself. “Pride is 
a great thing, if it is used in the right way, and Iam 
willing to admit, Billy, that yours wasn’t.” 

“Oh, I know it now,” agreed Billy, with a smile. 

John also shook hands with Shirley and Mabel. 

“And it was you who first showed me the foolish- 
ness of the whole thing,” he said quietly. “After 
all, what difference does it make to Billy and me 
what quarrels our fathers may have had? Billy and 
I were always-good friends. Why shouldn’t we 
continue to be so?” 

“You should,” said Shirley decisively. 

“And so we will,” declared Billy. He turned to 
John. “Do you know, John, old man,” he said, 
“that many a night I have sat and wished that the 
old days could be brought back? I have missed the 
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good times we used to have, Carrie and Dorothy, 
you and I.” 

“And I, too, have missed them,” said John softly ; 
“and as you, I have often sat and wished they could 
be brought back. But I never expected they would 
return.” 

Pawor. 127 

“And they wouldn’t have,” said John, “if it hadn’t 
been for Shirley and Mabel. I vote we give them 
three cheers.” 

This was done with a will, Dorothy, Carrie and 
Dick joining in. 

Shirley and Mabel were somewhat embarrassed, 
but they accepted this tribute with smiles. 

“Well, let’s all return to the house,” said Carrie. 
“T’ll make some fudge and we can sit about and 
talk.” 

“And Dll help you make it,” declared John. 

Billy looked at Shirley and smiled. 

“You have done more than you know,” he said 
quietly, and Shirley noticed that his eyes went to 
Dorothy as he spoke. 

She nodded understandingly, and, calling Mabel 
and Dick to her, she led the way toward the house. 

“The others,” she said quietly, “want to be 
alone.” 
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CHAPTER XXIX, 
DICK GETS HIS STORY. 


“AND so,” said Dick, “you see I have but one 
element missing to make my story, in spite of the 
peaceful ending of the Spencer-Ellison feud.” 

“And that is?” demanded Shirley. 

The two were sitting on the front porch of the 
Ellison home the evening of the day on which the 
feud had been terminated. 

Dick thought for some moments before replying. 

“The one thing missing,” he said, at length, “or 
perhaps I should say the two things, are engage- 
ments.” 

“Engagements ?” 

“Yes. The Spencer-Ellison feud, properly, should 
wind up with a double wedding.” 

Shirley looked at Dick in surprise. 

“T didn’t know you had noticed it,” she said. 

“Noticed what?” asked Dick. 

“Why, Billy and Dorothy, and John and Carrie.” 

Dick smiled. 

“Oh, yes, I noticed it,” he replied simply. “I 
notice lots of things, but I don’t always mention 
them.” 

Shirley looked at him sharply. 

“What do you mean?” she asked. 

“Oh, nothing,” said Dick, smiling at her. 

Shirley’s face flushed a trifle, and she looked 
away. 
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“But I am afraid,” she said, after a pause, “that 
you will not be able to use the proper ending in your 
story.” 

“Well, you never can tell,” said Dick. “We don’t 
leave until morning, and lots of things can happen 
in that time. Look there!” 

He pointed through the open window. There 
Mabel was reading quietly, but through the next 
door they could just make out the figures of John 
Spencer and Carrie Ellison. They were sitting very 
close together, and were talking earnestly. 

“And Billy and Dorothy are probably just as 
interested, over at her place,” Dick added. 

Footsteps sounded coming up the road. Shirley 
glanced in that direction. 

“You are wrong,” she told Dick. “Tiere come 
Billy and Dorothy now.” 

A few moments later they came up on the porch, 
but in the darkness they did not notice Shirley and 
Dick, sitting in the shadow. 

“And you are going to tell John now?” asked 
Dorothy. 

“Yes,” replied Billy. “I don’t know just how to 
go about it, but I’m going to get it over with.” 

Dorothy peered through the open window. 

“T’ll wait in the parlor with Mabel,” she said. 

They entered the house. 

“You see,” said Dick, “I may get my story, after 
all, or at least half of it.” 

“Tt does look that way,” agreed Shirley. “Shall 
we go in?” 

“No,” said Dick; “we do not want to interrupt 
them, and, besides, I want to talk to you myself. 
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You see, I’ll have to be back at work to-morrow 
night, and I won’t see you any more.” 

“Won’t see me any more,” exclaimed Shirley; 
“and why not? Didn’t you promise to spend Christ- 
mas with me? Had you forgotten that?” 

“No, I hadn’t forgotten it,” replied Dick, “but I 
was afraid that maybe you had.” 

“Well, I haven’t,” denied Shirley, “and I shall 
expect you. Don’t you dare disappoint me, sir.” 

‘Voices sounded from the parlor, and Dick and 
Shirley looked through the window. Just inside 
stood Billy and John with clasped hands, and Carrie 
and Dorothy were locked in a close embrace. 

“Looks as if I might get both ends of this story,” 

said Dick. 
“So it does,” declared Shirley. “Come; let’s go 
They entered the house, and they had hardly 
passed through the door than Carrie and Dorothy 
rushed up to Shirley. 

“Shirley,” cried Dorothy, “we——” 

“Oh, Shirley,” cried Carrie, “what do you 
think ? 

“There, there,” said Shirley. “One at a time, if 
you please. Now what is it?” 

She turned to Carrie. 

“Well, I—well—I won’t be able to go back to 
school with you and Mabel,” said Carrie, ‘flushing. 

“T thought that when I looked through the win- 
dow a few moments ago,” said Shirley quietly. 
“And so you are engaged ae 

“How did you know?” 

“The same as I know Billy and Dorothy are 
engaged.” 


in. 
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“What!” exclaimed Dorothy. “Who told you?” 

“My eyes,” replied Shirley calmly. “Surely there 
wasn’t much doubt about it. I congratulate you 
both.” And she extended a hand to each of the girls 
and then kissed them warmly. 

“What did I tell you?” demanded Dick, approach- 
ing at that moment, followed by John, Billy and 
Mabel. “So I get my story, after all.” 

“Story!” exclaimed Billy. “What story?” 

“It seems to me I have heard that word some 
place before,” said John slowly. “Story, eh? You 
mean for the newspaper?” 

“Exactly,” smiled Dick. 

“Yes,” said Shirley. “You see, Dick came here 
to get the story of the feud, and this makes it much 
better for his paper.” 

“And how do you know all about that, Shirley?” 
demanded Mabel, with a slight smile. 

“Why—why, Dick told me,” stammered Shirley 
in confusion. 

“Oh, so Dick told you,” said Mabel. “I thought 
so.” 

Again Shirley’s face turned red, and she looked 
away. 

“But I won’t permit anything like that,” declared 
Billy. “We would be the laughing-stock of the 
mountains.” 

“T agree with you, Bill,” said John. “We can’t 
let this thing be printed all over the State.” 

Carrie and Dorothy also interposed their objec- 
tions. In vain did Dick protest and try to explain 
how it would not injure them. All four turned a 
deaf ear to his explanations. 

Dick turned to Shirley in despair. 
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“What am I to do?” he exclaimed. “I must print 
this story if I stay with the Star; and still I don't 
like to do it against their wishes.” 

“Leave it to me,” said Shirley quietly. “I told 
you I’d help you, and [ will.” 

“But what can you do?” demanded Dick anx- 
iously. 

Shirley smiled, and, leaving him, approached the 
others. 

“You must all give Dick your permission to use 
this story,” she said quietly. 

“Why?” demanded Billy and John in a single 
voice. 

“But, Shirley,” began Dorothy. 

“We can’t, Shirley,” said Carrie. 

“But you must,” declared the girl. 

“T can’t see any reason why we should,” declared 
Billy. 

“Nor I,” agreed the others. 

“Well,” said Shirley quietly, “I'll give you a rea- 
son. In the first place, had it not been for Dick, this 
feud might have continued indefinitely. Dick has 
done just as much to settle it as Mabel and I. Am 
I not right, Mabel?” 

“Indeed you are,” replied Mabel. 

“And, besides,” she continued, “kad it not been 
for Dick, none of you would be as happy as you are 
right now. Don’t you know that, Carrie?” 

“T guess you are right,” replied Carrie, with a 
faint smile. 

“And you, Dorothy, don’t you know it?” 

GYeenl ido: 

“And you, Billy?” 

“Well, I don’t know—maybe——” 
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“There are no maybes about it!” declared Shirley. 
“Do you or don’t you know it?” 

“Well, yes, I do,” said Billy slowly. 

Shirley turned to John. 

“You don’t have to ask me,” he said, with a smile. 
“Tl admit it.” 

“Then,” said Shirley, “is Dick not to have some 
reward? Isn’t he entitled to one, don’t you think ?” 

And the answer from all was the same: 

“Ves. ” 

“This story shall be his reward,” said Shirley 
quietly. “Now, if you are as grateful as you should 
be, I want each one of you to give him your per- 
mission to use this story. Will you do it?” 

She asked each in turn, and from each received 
the same answer: 

eS. 

“That settles it, then,” said the girl. She turned 
to Dick. “You see,” she said, with a bright smile, 
“T was able to help you after all.” 

Dick took her hand in his own. 

“You have helped me more than once,” he said 
quietly, “and I shall never forget it. Why, I remem- 
ber as though it were yesterday how you saved me 
from throwing myself away with men like Jones, 
the horseman. Had it not been for you, I don’t 
know what I should be doing now. I hope that one 
day I shall be able to repay you in some slight 
measure, although I know that I can never entirely 
cancel my indebtedness.” 

“I am glad that I have been able to help you,” 
said Shirley softly, a glad smile lighting up her face. 

She turned to the others. 
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“And I thank you for giving Dick your permis- 
sion to use the story,” she added. 

“And I thank you, too,” declared Dick, stepping 
forward, “and I want to say that, in spite of the little 
troubles, I have had a very pleasant time while in 
these mountains.” 

Billy stepped forward and extended his hand. 

“T treated you very badly several times,” he said. 
“T want to beg your pardon.” 

“Oh, that’s all right,” said Dick, somewhat em- 
barrassed, taking the hand. “Say no more about 
its” 

He also shook hands with John and congratulated 
him. 

“Well,” said John, turning to Dorothy, “we had 
better be moving.” 

Pleasant good-nights were called, and John and 
Dorothy left the house. 

“Don’t forget to be here early in the morning,’ 
Shirley called after them. “You know Mabel and 
I leave for home at eight o’clock.” 

“We shall certainly be here,” Dorothy called 
back. 

“And I,” said Dick, “am going to leave at the 
same time.” 

“We shall indeed be glad of your company,” 
smiled Shirley. 


bd 
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CHAPTER XXX. 
HOMEWARD BOUND 


SHIRLEY and Mabel elected to make the journey 
to Barboursville by motorcycle, and Dick also had 
favored this plan, for it was the easiest way of get- 
ting the machines there. Besides, as Shirley said, 
they could get there so much quicker than behind a 
horse. 

Eight o’clock the next morning, therefore, found 
them all ready to go. Their trunks had started on 
ahead of them the day before, the only man in Jesse 
owning an automobile—a small one—having volun- 
teered to take the small trunks with him. 

Tied onto their machine the girls carried small 
satchels in which they had a change of clothing, for 
they did not wish to make the journey by train 
attired in their riding costumes. 

John and Dorothy were on hand early, as they 
had promised, and all sat on the porch for some 
time, talking. 

Dick looked at his watch, and the case closed 
with a snap. He rose to his feet, and said: 

“Time to go. It will take us two or possibly 
three hours to get to Barboursville, and we won't 
have any too much time to see about expressing 
our motorcycles before taking the noon train.” 

Shirley and Mabel arose, as did the others, who 
accompanied them to the road, where the two girls 
and Dick stood by their machines, ready to go. 
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Carrie and Dorothy kissed their departing friends 
warmly, and Dick shook hands all around. 

“Don’t forget us,” called Carrie, as the three pre- 
pared to mount. “Let us hear from you often. 
And you, too, Dick. We shall always be glad to 
see you.” 

“Indeed we shall,” echoed Dorothy; and Billy 
and John added their voices to the invitation. 

Billy approached Mabel and Shirley and shook 
hands for the last time. 

“Good-bye,” he said slowly, “and I just wanted 
to tell you that I can never thank you enough for 
what you have done, both for my own sake and 
the sake of Carrie and Dorothy.” 

John, who had come up at this moment, overheard 
these words. He also turned to the girls with a 
smile. 

“All I can do is repeat Bill’s words,” he said 
quietly. “No, none of us can ever thank you 
enough.” 

“Oh, that’s all right,” said Shirley, with a bright 
smile. “We are glad if we have been able to be of 
some assistance.” 

“Indeed we are,” agreed Mabel. 

“Come on, girls,” said Dick at this juncture. “We 
have delayed too long already. We shall have to 
do some hustling.” 

The girls sprang quickly to the saddles and started 
slowly down the road. 

“Good-bye! Good-bye!” called the others from 
behind. 

The three riders turned in their saddles and 
waved their hands to the friends they were leaving 
behind. 


IN THE MOUNTAINS 249 


“Good-bye! Good-bye! Good-bye!” —_ they 
shouted. 

They flashed round a bend in the road, and the 
others were lost to sight. They gave their entire 
attention to the road ahead, and quickened their 
speed a trifle, Dick riding slightly in advance. 

And as they rode along they continued to talk to 
each other of the times they had had in the Cumber- 
land mountains, shouting to make themselves heard 
above the roar of their machines. And thus, shortly 
before eleven o’clock, they rode into Barboursville. 

At the express office, the two girls ordered their 
machines expressed to Paris, and Dick ordered his 
sent back to Louisville. Then, while Dick went to 
buy the tickets and see about the trains, Shirley and 
Mabel went to the house of Mrs. Johnson, who had 
come to their aid the night they landed in Barbours- 
ville when Carrie had failed to meet them. 

Mrs. Johnson herself answered the knock on the 
door. 

“Well, my goodness,” she exclaimed, at the sight 
of the two girls. “So you are back, eh? I’m glad 
to see you. Come right in and make yourselves at 
home.” 

The girls entered the house. 

“We only came to see you for a moment and 
thank you for your kindness, and to see if you 
would allow us to change our clothes here,” said 
Shirley. 

“Of course, you may,” replied Mrs. Johnson. 
“Just go right into your own room—I mean the one 
you had the night you were here, When you are 
ready we'll have a little talk, and you shall have 
lunch with me before going on.” 
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The girls thanked the good woman and made 
their way to the room indicated. They were ready 
in fifteen minutes, and when they emerged from the 
room Mrs. Johnson had prepared a dainty luncheon 
of fruit, tea, cold meat and preserves. 

“This seems like imposing on your hospitality,” 
declared Mabel, as she took another slice of the 
cold meat. 

“My goodness, child,” said Mrs. Johnson. “It 
does my heart good to see you eat. Besides, you'll 
be hungry before you get to Lexington. Let’s see, 
will you have to stay there all night?” 

“Yes. We could get out so as to land in Paris 
at midnight, but we shall stay in Lexington and 
leave early in the morning.” 

“A much better plan, to be sure,” said Mrs. John- 
son. 

Their appetites appeased, the girls sat and talked 
with Mrs. Johnson until within fifteen minutes of 
train time. 

“My goodness!” exclaimed Shirley, chancing to 
glance at the clock on the mantelpiece. “It’s almost 
twelve o’clock. We shall have to hurry. Come, 
Mabel.” 

Mrs. Johnson accompanied them to the station, 
where Dick, who had awaited them there, was in- 
troduced. 

“Well, ’'m glad’to see you have an escort,” said 
Mrs. Johnson, with a smile. “It is always best to 
have a man along. They come in handy attending 
to baggage, opening and closing windows and 
making themselves useful, you know.” 

Both girls were forced to laugh at this sally, while 
Dick turned a trifle red. 
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“Oh, we'll have no trouble while Dick is with us,” 
declared Shirley decidedly. 

“No, I’m sure you won't,” replied Mrs. Johnson, 
with a peculiar smile. 

There came a sharp toot-toot from around the 
curve, and a moment later the train came puffing 
into the station, and stopped. 

“You had better get on immediately and find 
seats,” suggested Mrs. Johnson. “You'll want to 
sit together, of course, and if you don’t hurry, you 
are likely to be disappointed.” 

The girls bade Mrs. Johnson good-bye, and 
climbed up the steps. As Dick stopped for a mo- 
ment to shake hands with her, she took him by the 
lapel of the coat, and commanded: 

“See that you take good care of those girls, and 
see that they get the right train out of Lexington in 
the morning.” 

“T will do it,” replied Dick quietly. “Thanks for 
your kindness.” 

Mrs. Johnson waved him away witha smile. 

“You would better get aboard,” she exclaimed. 

Dick obeyed, and found a seat just in front of the 
one Shirley and Mabel had taken. This he turned 
over, and sat down facing them. 

“This car goes through to Lexington without 
change,” he told his companions. 

“Good,” cried Shirley. 

The conductor signalled the engineer, and slowly 
the train began to move. Dick and the two girls 
looked out the window, and still standing there was 
Mrs. Johnson. She waved her hand, and the girls 
waved back. Dick lifted his hat. 

“She is a kind-hearted woman,” declared Mabel. 
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“She is indeed,” agreed Shirley, “and had it not 
been for her we should have had some trouble, most 
likely, when we first arrived in Barboursville.” 

All day they rode, and it was almost evening when 
the conductor called: “Lexington! All change!” 

Dick gathered up all their belongings, and when 
the train came to a stop they were among the first 
to alight. 

“Now where will you go?” asked Dick. 

“We'll go to the Sherman,” Shirley decided. 
“Dad and I always stop there when in Lexington, 
and they know me well. We'll be well treated 
there.” 

“All right,” Dick agreed. 

He raised a finger, and a taxi driver relieved him 
of the satchels and led them to his cab. Then they 
were whirled away to the hotel. . 

Here, comfortable and happy, the two girls spent 
the night. Dick went out early in the evening to 
send a telegram to his paper, and the two girls had 
retired when he returned. 

Their train for Paris left the next morning at 
eight o’clock, and they were up betimes. But Dick 
was down ahead of them, and was waiting. They 
greeted him warmly. 

“Tl see you to your train,” he said, “and then 
I shall have to leave immediately for Louisville. I 
can get a train fifteen minutes after yours leaves.” 

He went to the station with them, found seats for 
them and stowed their light hand baggage com- 
fortably away. Then, having a few moments be- 
fore the train would leave, he sat down for a last 
talk. 
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“T wish you could go with us,” said Shirley. “I 
am sure Dad would be glad to see you.” 

“And I wish I could,” said Dick regretfully. 
“But business before pleasure, you know.” 

“I suppose you are right,” agreed Shirley, with 
something like a sigh—causing Mabel to look at 
her queerly, “but don’t forget, I shall expect you 
Christmas.” 

“And I promise that I shall be there,” declared 
Dick. 

“All aboard,” came the conductor’s cry. 

Dick rose to his feet. 

“Well, I shall have to be going,” he said. 

Both girls also rose to their feet, and both ex- 
tended a hand. Dick grasped Mabel’s hand first. 

“Good-bye, Miss Ashton,” he said. “I trust that 
I shall see you again before long.” 

“T am sure you will, if Shirley has anything to 
say about it,” replied Mabel. 

Dick turned a trifle red. 

He released Mabel’s hand, and, turning to Shir- 
ley, took her hand warmly. 

“Well, it’s a good-bye again,” he said. 

“But not for long,” said Shirley, with a smile. 
“Only until Christmas, remember.” 

“T’ll remember, all right,” returned Dick quietly. 
“Good-bye.” 

A pressure of the hand and he was gone. Shirley 
looked out the window and saw him drop from the 
vestibule just as the train began to move. She 
waved her hand to him, and he stopped and lifted 
his hat. There he stood until the train was lost to 
sight. 

Mr. Willing met the girls in Paris, in accordance 
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with Shirley’s telegram, and they were soon home 
again. It was only a few days now until school 
started, and so, while they were getting in readiness 
to depart for the Blue Grass Seminary for the be- 
ginning of the fall term, we shall take our leave 
of them. 

Their further adventures will be found in a 
fourth volume of the Blue Grass Seminary Girls 
series, entitled “The Blue Grass Seminary Girls on 
the Water; or, Exciting Adventures on a Summer 
Cruise Through the Panama Canal.” 
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